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Chapter One 


"And of course, you'll be taking Daniella LaRoque to the 
Independence Ball. She's exactly the sort of woman a 
Barrington should have on his arm. The Ball is weeks away, 
so you'll have time to take her out a few times beforehand 
and get to know her. You're twenty-six years old now, 
William, and it's time you thought about settling down. 


Daniella is beautiful and cultured, and she comes from a 
very good family..." 


His father continued to drone on, but William Wesley 
Barrington IV didn't hear another word he said. His rising 
panic drowned out all else. When exactly did | lose control of 
my life? He's picking out dates for me now! He wanted to 

tell his father he wouldn't take Daniella to the Ball, or 
anywhere else, but he couldn't force the words out. Instead, 
he nodded, occasionally murmuring "yes, sir," so his father 
would think he was still listening. 


What seemed like an eternity later, his father finally finished 
his lecture and left, seeming confident of his son's 
obedience. Will dropped heavily on the leather sofa, running 
his fingers through his short, dark hair in agitation. He 
looked around his apartment, suddenly seeing the place 
with new eyes. Everything in the room, from the sofa to the 
enormous television, had been selected and purchased by 
his father. 


There was nothing here, nothing in his entire apartment, 
Will picked out himself. The large space abruptly took on a 6 


Fantasies: Independence Day 


by Cassandra Gold 


claustrophobic feel. Twenty-six years of unquestioning 
obedience pressed down on him, and he couldn't breathe. 


"| hate my life." Will was shocked by his own words. They 
were a revelation, like a cartoon light bulb going on over his 
head. Feeling freer than he had in a very long time, he let 
the truth out. "I really, really hate my life." 


He stood abruptly and began to pace. "The only question is 
what am I going to do about it? | could take the easy path, 
like I've always done and take Daniella to the Ball. I'll 
probably end up married to her with William Wesley 
Barrington V on the way within a couple of years." He 
grimaced, thinking of the spoiled, cold, icily beautiful 
Daniella. 


"Or ... | could do something / want to do for once." 


The only problem is I'm not sure what I want to do. I've been 
doing as I'm told for so long, | don't know myself at all 
anymore! Will continued striding across the floor, thinking 
furiously. 


He already spent his whole life doing his father's bidding. 


Even going so far as to attend the same private schools his 
father had, gone to Harvard, and then begun working in the 
family business. Every step he'd taken had been 
choreographed for him, and never once did he rebel. 


Well, enough was enough! His father had chosen his 
schools, his job, his apartment, and even his furniture, but 
there was no way William Wesley Barrington III would be 
choosing a wife for him. If he talked to his father, though, 


the man would have him agreeing to whatever he wanted 
with nothing more than a few stern words. 


William needed to get away for a while, to think. 


7 


ka 


Fantasies: Independence Day 
by Cassandra Gold 


As he paced, wondering where he could possibly go without 
his father finding him, his gaze fell on a brochure he'd 
received in the mail earlier today. He paused and picked up 
the colorful advertisement. If the pictures were anything to 
go by, Fantasies: Hawaii would be a great place to stay. Sun, 
sand, exclusivity: what more could a resort-goer want? Of 
course, his father would be able to find him there... 


He stopped pacing and sat on the sofa again as an idea 
occurred to him. What if he went there as an employee? 
That might buy him some time, and he could live a totally 
different life for a while. He smiled and reached for the 
phone. He had some planning to do. 


* kK k k 


* kK OK x 


Will felt better than he had in ages as he stepped out of the 
airport shuttle in front of the Fantasies resort. 


His old friend Teddy, the resort owner's son, had come 
through for him. Within a couple of hours after Will 
explained his plan, Teddy had called back offering him a job 


as a waiter in one of the resort's restaurants, as well as a 
last-minute Friday morning flight he would have had a 
terrible time getting himself. 


He'd spent yesterday acting like everything was normal at 
work. He'd only told three people he was leaving: his 8 
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secretary, Elaine Johannson, his father's right-hand-man, 
Carlton Richards, and his younger brother, Garrett. 


He'd had to tell Carlton he needed some time off, but he'd 
implied a jet-setting vacation in Europe, knowing the man 
would report to his father. He knew Garrett and Elaine could 
cover for him at work. 


The only person who knew exactly where he was going was 
Garrett. He trusted his little brother. They were only a year 
apart, and they had always been very close. Garrett 
understood his need to get away for a while. 


His brother had even gone shopping with him during their 
lunch hour, helping him select clothing that hopefully 
wouldn't make him stand out. 


Still, even after fourteen hours worth of traveling, he was 
more relaxed than he'd been in years. Finally, he felt in 
control of his own life. No matter how different, or difficult, 
the work turned out to be, he would do it. 


Hefting his duffle bag, he headed toward the employee 
entrance he'd been instructed to use. Being a waiter would 
probably be hard work for a guy like him, who'd never 
worked a day in his life until he started working for his 


father. He hadn't been allowed to have a job. As his father 
had been fond of saying, "Barringtons don't have jobs, they 
have careers." 


Once inside, Will was directed to the human resources 
office. He knocked on the door, opening it when he heard a 
voice call, "Enter." He stuck his head inside, waiting until the 
woman behind the desk nodded at him before he came in. 


9 
Fantasies: Independence Day 
by Cassandra Gold 


The woman stood, offering her hand. "Hello. I'm Greta 
Hansen, the Personnel Manager. You must be Will Archer." 


He shook her hand. "Yes, I'm Will." That part is true, at least. 
“Nice to meet you, Ms. Hansen." When she nodded at the 
chair beside him, he sat. 


She opened a folder on her desk and shuffled through the 
papers. 


"Okay, Will. You'll be working at our Terrace restaurant. 


I've assigned you a four-hour orientation shift tomorrow 
afternoon beginning at noon, and your first full shift will be 
on Sunday. Since you're new, you'll be working the breakfast 
and lunch shifts. One of our other waiters will train you for 
the first few days. | noticed in your paperwork you checked 
the room and board option. Luckily, we've recently had a 
vacancy in the employee housing. You'll be rooming with 
Ryan Steele, one of our surf instructors. Ryan's about your 
age, so you two should get along just fine. He can show you 
where the dining area is, as well as where the laundry 


facilities and employee recreation areas are. As part of your 
room and board, you get three meals a day and use of all 
employee areas. You'll also have a day off each week, as 
well as one weekend a month. Do you have any questions 
for me?" Taking a deep breath, the Personnel Director 
finished her spiel and looked at him expectantly. 


His head spun from that overload of information. 


"I can't think of anything right now. You covered all the 
major things | needed to know." 


"Well, if you do have any questions later, you can ask Ryan. 
He's been with us for about a year now, so he knows 10 
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the resort very well. He should be arriving any minute now 
to take you over to the employee housing." Smiling, Ms. 
Hansen pressed a button on her desk phone. "Rita, is Ryan 
here?" 


"Yes, Ms. Hansen. I'll send him in." 


Moments later, the door opened. Will turned around and 
watched Ryan enter the room. Even if he hadn't been told 
Ryan was a surf instructor, he probably would have been 
able to guess. The young man, who appeared to be a year 
or two younger than his own age, had longish sun-streaked 
hair ranging from light brown to white-blond. It hung down 
to a couple of inches above his collar in the back. He was 
lightly tanned and slim but muscular. He wore a pair of 
board shorts, a Fantasies t-shirt, and sandals. 


Smiling widely, showing white, even teeth, Ryan moved 
forward and offered his hand. "Hey, you must be Will. I'm 
Ryan, your roommate." 


Will smiled back and reached out and the instant their 
hands touched, he felt unsettled, almost dizzy. What the 
hell? 


I must be more tired than | thought. His smile now strained, 
he shook Ryan's hand and drew back quickly. "Nice to meet 
you, Ryan." 


Ryan looked at the personnel manager. "Are you all done 
here, Ms. H?" 


"Yes, we're finished." 


"Cool." He turned back to Will. "You've got to be tired. I'll 
take you to the apartment." He grabbed Will's duffle. "Let's 


go." 


Will stood and followed his new roommate. "You don't have 
to carry my bag, Ryan." 


11 
Fantasies: Independence Day 
by Cassandra Gold 


Ryan grinned. "I know. I'm doing my good deed for the year. 
Come on. We'll be home in a few minutes." 


Home. Shrugging, Will walked beside Ryan, who was only an 
inch or two shorter than his own height of six-foot-two. 


They walked out a back door, across a parking lot, and down 
a trail lined with palm trees. Finally, they arrived at a large, 


rectangular building, which looked a bit like a motel ora 
small apartment house. They walked around the back of the 
building and up a flight of metal stairs. 


His guide stopped and motioned toward the ocean. "That's 
the employee beach. We don't have a large beach, but | 
think it's pretty cool we get our own. You can go down there 
and swim or surf any time you're off work." 


An employee beach? He loved this place already! "I like to 
swim, but | don't Know how to surf." 


Ryan's face twisted into an expression of mock-horror. 


"You don't know how to surf? | don't know if | can room with 
you, man." 


Will got a sudden mental picture of his father's face upon 
finding out he was working as a waiter and rooming with a 
surfer, and he couldn't hold back a smile. "Maybe you can 
teach me." 


“There's no maybe about it. If | can teach old ladies and 
little kids, | can teach you." Laughing, Ryan opened the door 
to apartment 210 and waved him inside. 


[Back to Table of Contents] 
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Chapter 2 


Well that's just great. My new roommate is hot. When Ryan 
had first seen Will in Greta Hansen's office, he'd had a hard 
time not staring. Something about the short, dark hair, 
solemn hazel eyes, and serious expression had really gotten 
to him. He'd always been a sucker for the dark, brooding 
type. Then, when Will smiled ... damn. He even liked the 
guy's upper-crust East Coast accent. Normally he would 
have thought it sounded snobbish, but Will's voice didn't 
sound that way at all. 


Sighing to himself, Ryan accompanied Will into their tiny 
apartment, still carrying the duffle bag. / hope he's not a 
Slob like Billy, or always bringing girls home like Zach. 


He'd had two roommates during his tenure at Fantasies, and 
both of them were complete jerks. 


Billy, an older guy, had worked in maintenance. He'd 
constantly left partially eaten food, dirty dishes, dirty 
clothes, and other assorted junk scattered throughout the 
apartment. 


He'd also had a bad habit of borrowing Ryan's stuff without 
asking. 


When Billy quit and Zach moved in, Ryan had expected 
things to improve. They had, at first. Zach had seemed like 
great fun: young, not a slob, always ready with a joke. 


After a few weeks, though, he'd shown his true colors. The 
real Zach was a loud, obnoxious, womanizing creep who 
Slept his way through half of the female employees at the 
resort. 
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Finally he'd been fired after he wouldn't stop harassing one 
of Ryan's friends who hadn't wanted to sleep with him. 


After Zach moved out, Ryan enjoyed having the apartment 
to himself for a couple of weeks. He'd known his solo state 
wouldn't last long, however, since the employee housing 
was cheaper than anything else to be found on the island. 
When Greta had called yesterday morning with the name of 
a new roommate, Ryan cleaned the place and crossed his 
fingers, hoping this time his roomie would be okay. 


He picked up the extra keys off the counter and handed 
them to Will. "One's to the front door, and the other one is 
for your bedroom, in case you want to lock it when you 
aren't here." 


Next, he went into tour-guide mode, extending his arm and 
gesturing around the room. "As you can see, the living room 
boasts a fabulous twenty-seven inch television and a lovely 
sofa, as well as some surfer-chic accessories." The surfer- 
chic accessories were a couple of his surfboards currently 
leaning against the living room wall. 


Will looked around the room, nodding. "Very nice." 


Ryan turned to face the tiny kitchen, which was separated 
from the living room by only a long bar-style countertop with 
a couple of barstools. "If you'll direct your attention this 
way, sir, you'll discover a kitchen with all the amenities. A 
stove, a microwave, even a sink—yes, the apartment has 
them all." 


He could see his roommate was having trouble keeping a 
straight face now, but Will played along. "A microwave? 


Amazing." 
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Ryan crossed the living room in a few long strides and stood 
before the three doors along the back wall. He opened the 
middle one with a flourish, revealing a small bathroom. 


Whoever had lived in the apartment before him had painted 
the bathroom pale blue and put up a border with sailboats 
on it. "The state-of-the-art bathing facility features just 
about everything you could wish for." 


Will peered into the bathroom, eying the small sink, toilet, 
and stand-up shower. "Yes, and | love the nautical décor." 


"Last but not least, the master bedroom, a very cozy space." 
As he spoke, Ryan opened the door just to the right of the 
bathroom. Inside was a very small bedroom with room 
enough for a bed, a dresser, and a tiny bedside table. He 
went into the room and set Will's duffle bag on the bed. 


Will entered the room after him. The two of them took up 
much of the open floor space. "Cozy, huh?" 


"Cozy' is the best adjective | could think of. | didn't want to 
say ‘incredibly small.'" 


Will laughed. His solemn hazel eyes lit, and Ryan liked the 
sight so much he wanted to say something funny to keep 


him laughing. Not a good sign. 


He started moving toward the door, carefully making sure 
he didn't brush against his roommate. "Well, I'll let you get 
settled and rest. If you need anything, I'll be in my room." 


"Thanks, Ryan." 


"No problem." He flashed a quick smile and made his 
getaway. 


[Back to Table of Contents] 
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Chapter Three 


After Ryan left, Will soent a few moments standing in his 
tiny room, marveling at the difference a few days made. 


Wednesday at this time, he'd been in his huge, fancy 
apartment, trapped by his increasingly constricted life. Now, 
he stood in a space smaller than the foyer in his apartment, 
with only a single bag of belongings to his name. The room's 
bland decorating and cramped space didn't even bother 
him. 


He'd chosen to be here, which made the room seem like a 
haven. 


His impression of the apartment had also been improved by 
his new roommate's little tour. Will smiled as he thought 
about Ryan's silly spiel earlier. Clearly Ryan liked living here, 
even though the place would never be confused with the 
Ritz. 


| think I'll like living here too. And he seems like a really 
great guy. He's funny, and heloful—and he's going to teach 
me to surf. | can't believe I'm going to learn how to surf. My 
father would have a fit! Whistling tunelessly, he started to 
sort through his duffle bag. 


A few minutes later, he'd finished unpacking. Fourteen 
hours of traveling caught up with him all at once. Normally, 
he would never even consider taking a nap. Naps were a 
loss of productive time. Right now, though, he had no boring 
dinner party to go to or paperwork to fill out, so Will took off 
his shoes, crawled into bed, and closed his eyes. He was 
asleep almost as soon as his head hit the pillow. 


* OK OOK OX 
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* OK OOK OX 


When Will awoke, several seconds passed before he 
remembered where he was. He blinked and looked around, 
finally spotting a digital alarm clock on the bedside table. 
The bright red numbers read 8:30. He'd slept for almost 
three hours. He felt better, but also really hungry. The pitiful 
sandwich he'd eaten on the plane had been eight hours ago. 


He got out of bed and headed for the kitchen, hoping to find 
a snack. 


Ryan, who sat on the couch reading, turned when he 
entered the room. "Hey. Did you take a nap?" 


"Yes, but | didn't mean to sleep quite so long." 


His roommate set his book aside on the coffee table and 
stood. "Are you hungry?" 


Will nodded. "I think you're reading my mind. I'm starving. 


| haven't eaten anything all day except for a sandwich on 
the plane." 


Ryan grimaced. "Airplane food doesn't count. You want 
some pasta? | made some last night for dinner, and I've got 


plenty of leftovers." 


“That'd be great. Do you usually cook? | thought there was 
an employee cafeteria." 


“There is, but | don't like to eat there every day." Ryan 
patted his flat stomach, grinning. "I don't want to get fat." 
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He rolled his eyes. "I doubt you're going to get fat. Surfing 
probably burns a ton of calories." 


The other man pulled open the fridge door, removed a 
container, and put some pasta on a plate, which he then 
covered and popped into the microwave. "You know, you're 
right! I'm taking you to the cafeteria for dinner tomorrow, 
and I'm going to eat a huge piece of chocolate cake. Maybe 
two." 


"Let's not get too crazy." Will sat down on one of the 
barstools at the little counter and accepted the plate of food 
and fork Ryan handed him. "Wow, what is this?" 


"Oh, just fettuccini primavera." 
"Well, it smells great. Thank you." 


His roommate ducked his head, seeming a bit embarrassed. 
"You're welcome. You need something to drink?" 


Will started to get up. "I can get—" 


"No problem, I'm already up." Ryan grabbed a bottle of 
water out of the fridge and tossed it to Will. 


"Thanks." He opened the bottle and took a long drink before 
digging into his food. The pasta tasted surprisingly good. 
Apparently his surfer roommate could cook as well. 


Good thing he can cook, because I sure can't! Maybe he can 
teach me a little cooking, too. That would certainly be 
something new for me. 


"So, where are you from?" Ryan sat on the bar stool next to 
Will's and leaned on the counter casually. 


"Boston." 

"Boston, huh? What brings you way out here?" 
18 
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He continued to eat, stalling while he debated how much to 
tell. He didn't want everyone here to know his poor-little- 
rich-boy sob story, but he didn't feel good about lying. He 
decided to keep his story simple and as close to the truth as 
possible. "I started feeling stifled, and one day | woke up 
and realized | wasn't happy with my life. | decided | needed 
a change. | know someone who works for the resort chain, 
so | called him to see if there were any openings here. He 
helped me get the waiter job, and here | am." There. True, 
but vague. 


"I can understand needing a change. I've been there." His 
roommate ran a hand through his tousled hair. Their eyes 


met, and for the first time Will noticed the gray-blue sea 
before a storm color of Ryan's eyes. 


He looked away, unsettled but not sure why. "So far this is 
quite a change from Boston." 


"| bet! You're going to love it here. You have a half-shift 
tomorrow, right?" At Will's nod, Ryan continued. "Okay, how 
about after we're off work, | show you around? We can eat in 
the cafeteria, and I'll show you the employee recreation 
areas." 


"Sounds like a plan. Thanks, Ryan. For everything, | mean." 
He finished eating and went to the sink to wash his plate. 


"Hey, no problem. That's what roommates are for." 
[Back to Table of Contents] 
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Chapter Four 


Ryan awoke early the next morning, right before his alarm 
sounded. Yawning, he rolled out of bed and pulled on a long- 
sleeved rash guard shirt to keep the sun and wind off him, 
and a pair of board shorts. He had to be at the beach in an 
hour for his first group of wannabe surfers, which didn't 
really leave enough time to go to the cafeteria for breakfast. 
He padded barefoot into the kitchen to scrounge up 
something to eat. 


As he scrambled a couple of eggs and put a couple of slices 
of bread in the toaster, he reflected on his new roomie. 


So far, Will seemed cool—quiet, funny at times, quick with a 
thank-you. Of course, the man was also seriously cute, 
which could end up being a very bad thing if Ryan wasn't 
careful. 


Last time he'd checked, crushing on your roommate usually 
equaled disaster. He really didn't want to go down that road. 


Frowning at the turn his thoughts had taken; Ryan sat down 
and ate his eggs and toast. When he finished, he rinsed his 
dishes and went to finish getting ready. Unlike some other 
surfers he knew, Ryan wore strong sunscreen every day. He 
slathered up, put on his sandals and sunglasses, and left. 


During the short walk to the beach where the resort's 
surfing lessons were held, he contemplated the day ahead. 
He had two beginner classes, one intermediate, and one 
advanced scheduled for today. He usually liked the 
beginners the best, because they listened and got so 


excited about every little accomplishment. The intermediate 
and advanced 20 
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students got frustrated more, and some of them had a 
tendency to think they already knew everything. Luckily, 
most of the advanced students had heard of him, so they 
listened pretty well. Only when having difficulty with an 
advanced student did he play the "I'm Ryan Steele" card. 


When he got to the beach, one of the other surf instructors, 
Sarah Taylor, already had the surfboards ready. 


Ryan smiled at her, glad to see his favorite colleague. "Wow, 
someone's been busy. Good to see you, Sarah. | thought 
Paul was on for this morning." 


Sarah nodded, pushing some stray reddish-blond curls 
behind her ears. "Yeah, but we switched shifts. He's got 
something going on today." 


Ryan would have answered, but the first group of students 
arrived a bit early. Several rambunctious little boys rushed 
over, bursting with questions, and he turned his focus to 
them. 


The morning flew by. The hyperactive boys had turned out 
to be quite the little surfers, much to the delight of their 
parents. The boys’ father even got out there with them for a 
while, though he had a hard time standing up on the board 
for even a few seconds. After the two hour lesson was 
finished, the next beginner class went by just as quickly. 


Ryan always loved being out on the water with the kids. 


One short lunch break later, he put on some more 
sunscreen and started the afternoon lessons. The 
intermediate class went well, but the final, advanced class 
didn't go as well as he'd hoped. A fifteen-year-old kid named 
Max, who thought he'd outgrown lessons, pulled some 21 


Fantasies: Independence Day 
by Cassandra Gold 


dangerous stunts and almost got himself and another 
student hurt. Ryan pulled him aside to talk to him about his 
behavior. 


When the young man seemed disinclined to listen to reason, 
his friend piped up. "Hey, this is Ryan Steele, man! 


He knows what he's talking about!" 


"Oh yeah? Then why's he babysitting little kids all day 
instead of winning contests somewhere?" Max rolled his 
eyes scornfully. 


Ryan's patience began to wear thin. "Okay, Max. If you don't 
understand the safety rules of my class, then you'll have to 
go back down to the beginner class with those ‘little kids' 
until you get them." 


Max gaped at him. "You can't do that!" 


He tried to retain the last of his patience. "I don't want to, 
but | will if | have to. You may think I'm being a jerk, but 
being a good surfer isn't just about taking crazy risks. You 
have to respect the ocean and know when to take a chance 
and when not to. If you're not willing to let me help you 
learn how to do that, you can't stay in my advanced class." 


The boy stared at his feet for several long moments before 
moving his gaze back at Ryan. "Okay." 


"Okay, what?" 


"Okay, I'll be more careful. | really want to stay in this class." 
Max's expression was a mixture of hopeful and defiant, and 
Ryan knew admitting he wanted to stay had been hard for 
him. 


He decided to give the kid a break. "All right, then. We're 
cool. See you on Monday." 
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He smiled to himself as the two boys grabbed their boards 
and headed off down the beach. Maybe he would make a 
surfer out of Max yet. 


The boy had talent, but he was cocky. Ryan could remember 
being young and thinking he knew everything, although by 
the time he'd turned fifteen he'd already been placing pretty 
highly on the pro junior circuit ... And by the time he turned 
twenty-one people had been calling him the next Kelly 
Slater. As if I could have ever filled those shoes! 


Obviously he hadn't fulfilled the predictions, however. 
Before he could go too far down memory lane, a voice 
interrupted his thoughts. 


"You were really good with that kid." 


He turned around and saw Will, standing by the truck the 
instructors used to take the boards to storage for the night. 


"Well, | was fifteen once. | knew everything then too. 


Unfortunately the older | get, the less | know." He paused, 
taking in his roommate's damp hair, t-shirt, and cargo 
Shorts. 


He had clearly gone back to the apartment after work. He 
must have gotten off a little early. "How was your first day?" 


Will shrugged. "Okay, | guess. There's a lot to remember." 
"Ready to check out the employee areas?" 
"Sure." 


"I've got to get these boards put away first. Do you want to 
ride with me, and we'll leave from there?" 


"That's fine." 

"Cool." He looked around for Sarah, waving when he spotted 
her. "I'll take care of the gear. See you later." 
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She waved back, grinning. / swear she gets more freckles 
every day. Ryan smiled to himself at the thought, and then 
he got into the truck and unlocked the passenger door for 
Will, who climbed in. Neither of them spoke as Ryan made 
the short drive to the storage area, but the silence didn't 
feel uncomfortable, so he didn't try to fill it. 


When they arrived and he stopped the truck, Will hopped 
out and helped him put the boards away, much to his 
Surprise. Billy or Zach would have sat there in the truck and 
watched him work. He tried to tell his roommate he didn't 
have to help, but Will said he wanted to. The work went 
quickly with both of them, so they were done in minutes. 


Ryan locked up and turned to his helper. "All done. Do you 
want to eat first, or check out the employee stuff?" 


"I'm not really hungry yet, so let's eat later." 


"Sounds good." He started walking, and Will fell into step 
with him. 


Over the next half-hour, he and Will walked to the employee 
recreation area and checked out the small pool, the tennis 
court, and the basketball court. His roommate seemed 
especially pleased to see the tennis court. Ryan had never 
learned to play, so he proposed a deal—tennis lessons in 
exchange for the surf lessons he'd promised. Will laughed 
and agreed. 


After their little tour concluded, Ryan steered them toward 
the cafeteria, which wasn't far away. "The cafeteria's pretty 
good. There are always different options." 


Will smiled wryly. "The last time | ate in a cafeteria was in 
college. Dorm food leaves a lot to be desired." 
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"| wouldn't know. | didn't go to college." / had a hard enough 
time getting through high school with all the time | spent 
surfing. Ryan avoided looking at Will as he spoke, wondering 
if his roommate would think he was just a beach bum. How 
much he cared what a guy he barely knew thought came as 
a surprise to him. 


Will didn't say anything about his lack of a degree. 


Instead, he changed the subject. "So, how'd you get into 
surfing?" 


"| lived in California and Florida when I was a kid, so | was 
surfing almost as soon as | could walk." 


"Wow. | never got to spend much time on the beach. I've 
lived in Boston all my life, but my family isn't really the 
beach-going type." 


"| practically lived on the beach. My dad wanted to be a pro 
surfer. He never won anything, but he always loved surfing." 


"Does he still surf?" 


"He probably does, but | don't really know. We had a major 
disagreement last year, and we haven't spoken since." 


Thinking of the huge argument they'd had when he told his 
dad he was quitting the pro circuit made him sad. He knew 
his father had been living vicariously through his 
accomplishments as a surfer, which hadn't bothered him at 
first. In the end, though, it had really hurt to find out his 
father valued Ryan as a surfer more than as a son. He 
looked up and found Will's serious hazel eyes focused on 
him. 


"| haven't gotten along too well with my father lately, either. 
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doesn't want to let me make my own decisions. His 
controlling attitude is part of the reason I'm here, actually." 


Will looked away. 


There's more to this than he's saying. Ryan wanted to ask, 
but didn't. After all, it wasn't as if they were best buddies or 
anything. They barely knew each other. Will would either 
open up to him later, or he wouldn't. He hoped they would 
become friends, but he'd just have to wait and see. 


They'd arrived at the employee cafeteria, the Fantasies 
Café, a long, low building. He ushered Will inside. Will looked 
around, an expression of surprise on his face. "Wow, this is 
nice." 


Ryan looked around, trying to see the place through Will's 
eyes. "Yeah, not much like the cafeteria in high school." 


The large room had the appearance of a small restaurant 
rather than a cafeteria. The cafeteria-line was hidden ina 
room at the end, and the rest of the room contained round 
tables with tablecloths and centerpieces. The lighting was 
dimmed slightly, and a few tables even had candles on 
them. 


Since it wasn't quite five o'clock yet, most of the tables were 
empty. Later in the evening, though, Ryan knew the 
cafeteria would be packed. 


His roommate's face showed equal parts of amazement and 
confusion. "I should say not. Where's the food?" 


"Follow me." Ryan led the way along the edge of the room 
and through a partially hidden doorway, and then they were 
faced with the usual cafeteria accoutrements: a regular food 
line, a salad bar, a dessert area, and a small counter with 
cereal and bread for toast. Ryan knew several people who 
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cereal for dinner regularly, but he wasn't one of them. He 
bypassed the Lucky Charms and Count Chocula and headed 
for the hot food line. 


As they approached, one of the workers behind the counter 
caught sight of him. The short, curvy brunette smiled and 
waved. "Hey, Ryan! How were the waves today?" 


He grabbed a tray and motioned for Will to do the same 
before replying. "Not bad, Penny. How was your day?" 


"Oh, you know. Same old, same old." She eyed Will with 
considerable interest. He wondered how she'd react when 
he told her Will was his new roommate, since she'd been the 
one his last roommate, Zach, had been fired for harassing. 


Well, he was about to find out. "Pen, this is my new roomie, 
Will. Will, this is my friend Penny Parker." 


Penny's face turned wary. She'd had bad experiences with 
both Billy and Zach, so her reaction wasn't much of a 
surprise. Still, Penny was nothing if not polite. "Hello, Will." 


Will looked between them for a moment, as if unsure, but he 
smiled slightly and nodded. "Nice to meet you, Penny." 


Wanting to break the ice, Ryan elbowed Will gently. "Her real 
name's Penelope." 


As he'd expected, she squealed in anger. "Why'd you tell 
him that?" 


Will broke in. "I think Penelope is a lovely name. She was 
queen of Ithaca in Greek mythology." 


Penny's face softened. She was clearly charmed by his 
remarks. "Thank you. My father is a professor of Greek 
mythology. I'm named after her." 
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After a short silence, he said, "Hey, Will, why don't you go 
see what we have to choose from tonight?" 


The second Will went down the line to check out the food, 
Penny leaned forward conspiratorially. "God, he's so hot! 


Please tell me he's straight!" 


Ryan rolled his eyes. "Like | know. He just moved in 
yesterday afternoon, so the subject hasn't exactly come up 
yet." 


She looked at him suspiciously. "You think he's cute, don't 
you?" When he couldn't suppress his blush, she laughed. 
"You do! | knew it!" 


He darted a glance toward the other end of the food line, 
where his roommate was examining the entrees. "Shhh! 
Keep your voice down. Of course | think he's cute. Anyone 
with eyes would, but | have to live with this guy. I'm not 
going to make things awkward by hitting on my straight 
roommate." 


Penny leaned forward even further, whispering this time. 
"Maybe he's gay." 


He smiled wryly. "I wish. I'd better get down there before he 
wonders what we're talking about. I'll see you later." 
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Chapter Five 


After several minutes of deliberation while he studiously 
avoided eavesdropping on Penny and Ryan's conversation, 
Will selected stir-fry chicken and vegetables for his entrée. 


The young lady behind the counter served him a large 
helping and handed him the plate. He thanked her and 
headed over to the beverage island to get something to 
drink. 


He had just gotten himself a glass of iced tea when Ryan 
came over, carrying his own tray of stir-fry. "Looks like we're 
going to be twins," Ryan commented as he poured his own 
glass of tea. He set the glass on his tray. "Let's get ourselves 
some dessert and find a table. You want to eat outside?" 


"| didn't know there was outside seating. Sounds good." 
They had to walk past the dessert counter to go sit down. 


On the way, Ryan grinned and snagged a slice of cake. "I 
promised myself some chocolate cake last night." 


Will selected a piece of apple pie for himself, and moments 
later his roommate was leading him through a set of glass 
doors and out onto a terrace. They sat down at a table near 
the wooden railing. They were silent for a few minutes as 
Ryan poured a large amount of sugar into his tea and Will 
began to eat. 


At last Ryan got his tea sweetened to his satisfaction. "So, 
tell me about your first day at work." 


"All | can say is I'm really glad | only worked a half-shift and | 
had someone to help me. My trainer is a guy named Kai. 
He's worked here for five years. He taught me some 29 
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tricks for remembering people's orders and all kinds of other 
things. I'm glad he's going to be helping me for the next few 
days, because | feel like | still have a lot to learn. | like the 
work, but I'm tired." 


Saying I'm tired is an understatement! Running around 
carrying plates and striving to please the customers was 
exhausting for a guy used to working in an office and having 
people trying to please him most of the time, and yet he'd 
found seeing people enjoying the meals he'd brought them 
strangely satisfying. The satisfaction of a job well done, of 
helping people in some small way, had filled him as he 
worked. Yes, he was going to like working here. 


"You plan on sticking around for a while, then?" 
"Yes, for as long as | can." /hope / can stay for a while. 


Despite the childishness of the gesture, he crossed his 
fingers under the table. 


* kK k OK 


* OK OK x 


An hour later, they were on the tennis court. Ryan had 
talked Will into giving him a tennis lesson after dinner. 


They'd borrowed a couple of rackets and a ball from the 
selection the resort kept on hand for employees to use, and 
they were currently whacking the ball back and forth over 
the net. 


Ryan laughed as he ran for the ball and missed. "Tennis is 
hard!" 
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Will rolled his eyes. "I'm sure you're going to pick up tennis 
a lot faster than I'll pick up surfing." 


"Maybe. | guess we'll find out soon enough." 
Ryan picked up the ball and fired it across the net at him. 


He returned the shot easily. He gave advice and told Ryan 
about the rules of the game almost on autopilot. His mind 
was on other things. Dinner had been great. His roommate 
was quite a conversationalist. He'd never laughed so hard in 
his life—in fact, when he thought for a moment he realized 
he hardly laughed at all anymore. He'd become so 
consumed by duty and trying to do what his father wanted 
he rarely found time or reason for laughter. How depressing. 
| can't believe how pathetic my life's gotten. 


"You okay, Will?" 


At Ryan's question, he noticed he'd been so caught up in his 
thoughts he'd stopped playing. Way to flake out, Will. "I'm 
fine. | was just thinking." 


"Must have been some pretty deep thoughts. You looked 
kind of far away there for a minute." Ryan approached the 
net, his blue-gray eyes concerned. 


He smiled. "Yeah, well, I'm back now. | probably shouldn't be 
trying to play tennis, though. | don't want to catch the ball 
with my face." 


Ryan laughed. "You're right. Let's go home. You can kick my 
ass at tennis again another night." 
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Chapter Six 


After the first couple of days, things settled into a routine 
quickly, and to Ryan's relief his new roommate didn't reveal 
any fatal flaws as time went on. He did quickly discover 
Will's lack of culinary skills, but since not knowing how to 
cook wasn't nearly as bad as being a rude slob or an 
obnoxious man-whore like his previous two roommates, he 
figured he could deal. They ate most of their meals at the 
cafeteria anyway. 


He also noticed Will's spotty knowledge on other everyday 
activities, like using the coin-operated washers and dryers 

at the employee apartments. Ryan had to show him how to 
use the machines and remind him not to mix bright colors 

with whites unless he was using the cold wash cycle. 


While he was teaching Will how to operate the washing 
machine, he'd jokingly asked, "What, did your maid do all 
your laundry or something?" 


To his surprise, Will blushed bright red and ducked his head, 
muttering something about his parents not wanting him to 
do the laundry. The reaction had seemed a bit excessive for 
Ryan's little joke. Still, he'd quickly moved on, not wanting 
to embarrass Will further. 


Other than small oddities, life in their apartment was great. 
Maybe even a little too great. His new roommate turned out 
to be a lot of fun, with a wry, subtle sense of humor and a 
willingness to try new things. Will's first 32 
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attempts at surfing, a few days after he arrived, were pitiful, 
yet each time he got up and tried again. 


Ryan had to admire the man's perseverance, especially 
after it took two lessons for Will to even be able to stand on 
the board for a short time. Instead of getting angry, as Ryan 
had seen many men do, Will laughed and apologized for 
being a slower learner than all the kids Ryan usually taught. 
His roommate's self-deprecating humor kept them both from 
getting frustrated. 


Luckily, Ryan's tennis lessons went more quickly than Will's 
surfing lessons did, just as Will had predicted. A couple of 
lessons in, he started to enjoy the game. He could easily see 
he'd never surpass his roommate's obvious skill at the sport, 
but he had fun learning anyway. Especially with Will as a 
teacher. Ryan would never have admitted it, but watching 
him on the other side of the net was a big part of the appeal 
of the tennis lessons. 


Will looked great in a pair of shorts, and the way he moved 
on the court... 


For nearly two weeks, the two of them spent almost every 
evening on either tennis or surfing lessons, or both. Their 
days off didn't coincide, so they didn't have long blocks of 
time, but they made the best of what time they had. When 
they were home, they mostly hung out in the apartment, 
talking or indulging in their shared love of bad movies. 


Ryan had been ecstatic to discover his roommate was a 
closet B-movie watcher. At first, he'd figured their movie 
tastes would be as wildly different as their music tastes had 
turned out to be. He liked rock, alternative, and oldies while 
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Will preferred classical and jazz, so he had expected Will to 
enjoy foreign films and art-house-type movies. Then he'd 
come home and found his roommate watching Attack of the 
Killer Tomatoes, and he'd known they would be friends. 


Anyone who would sit and laugh through a truly terrible 
movie with him had definitely earned friend status. 


And if he sometimes found himself wanting to scoot closer 
on the couch while they watched those terrible movies, well 


... that was his problem, and he would just have to deal with 
it. 


* KK OK 


* OK OK x 


Nearly two weeks after Will had arrived, they were eating 
dinner in the cafeteria when Penny and her friend Geri came 
out to the terrace carrying trays. Ryan waved the girls over, 
and they sat down at the table. Penny's flushed face and 
bright eyes made him think she was excited about 
something, so he waited patiently for her to speak. He didn't 
have to wait long. 


Penny leaned forward. "Ryan, tell me you don't have to work 
Saturday!" 


"I'm off this weekend. Why?" 


"You have to come out with me and Geri tomorrow night." 
She gave him a pleading look. 
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He gave her an arched eyebrow in return. "What's up, Pen? 
And don't tell me nothing, because | won't believe you." 


Geri jumped in before Penny could continue. "Jed and | 
decided to go out, and Jed knows Penny likes his friend 
Mano, so he invited Mano along. Pen's too scared to come if 
you don't." 


Ryan rolled his eyes. "Aw, come on! | don't want to go ona 
double date with you guys. Being a fifth wheel would suck. 


Besides, what are we—seventh graders? You don't need me 
there. Next you'll be asking me to pass him a note in history 
class." 


Penny reached over and grabbed Ryan's hand. "Ryan. 


Please. | won't ask you to do anything for me ever again, 
and l'Il owe you so big for this! I really like Mano, but I don't 
know if he likes me. l'm going to be so nervous! If you're 
there, | won't act like an idiot." 


He felt himself caving, but he really didn't want to be the 
odd man out. "Penny..." 


Geri jumped in again. "Will, why don't you come with us too? 
Then Ryan won't be the fifth wheel." 


Penny turned her pleading, puppy-dog eyes on Will. 
"Please, Will? Pretty please?" 


Will laughed. "I guess | could come. | have the weekend off, 
too, so | don't have to work the next day. I've never been 
much for clubbing, though." 


With a little shriek, Penny hopped up, ran around the table, 
and hugged Will. "Thank you, thank you!" She turned smug 
eyes to Ryan. "Now you have to come, Ry. We're going to 
have so much fun!" 
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He just rolled his eyes again and continued eating, but he 
felt secretly pleased his roommate was coming. Penny 
returned to her seat, and the girls chattered excitedly about 
what they would wear the next evening. 


Will gave him a sidelong glance, laughter in his hazel eyes, 
and Ryan smiled back. He could almost read Will's mind— 


What have we gotten ourselves into? 


* OK OOK OX 


* OK OK x 


When they finished dinner, Ryan and Will went back to the 
apartment. Will turned the television to a truly awful science 


fiction movie about werewolves and they sat on the couch 
to watch it. 


Ryan had been thinking about tomorrow night ever since 
Penny asked them to come, and he was beginning to 
wonder if this was such a good idea. Sexy roommate plus 
alcohol might equal disaster. He had committed himself to 
going, though. If he didn't go, Penny would be pissed. 


I'll be careful. | won't drink too much, and I won't get too 
close to him. I'm sure we'll all have fun. Besides, it's not like 
I've never been attracted to a straight guy before. | didn't 
have any trouble the other times, so | won't this time either. 
| just need to quit stressing. I'm acting like the seventh- 
grader I accused Pen of being. 
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A burst of laughter from Will drew his attention back to the 
television, where a ridiculous werewolf had begun mauling 
some teenagers who'd been making out moments before. 
The blood looked as unrealistic as the werewolf did, and he 
snickered. "Yeah, real scary." 


"Almost as scary as Penny and Geri earlier." 


Will's comment surprised a laugh out of him. "Penny and 
Geri aren't as scary as they seem. They can definitely be 
persuasive, though." 


His roommate considered for a moment. "I'm sure this will 
sound stupid to you, but | haven't been clubbing before." 


His eyebrows shot up. "Really?" 


"Yeah. I'm a little nervous, actually." Will looked away, 
clearly embarrassed. 


"Don't be. We'll have fun. There's music, and dancing, and 
we uSually take turns buying rounds of shots for everyone." 


He smiled and elbowed Will lightly. "After a couple of tequila 
shots you won't be nervous." 


If anything, his friend looked even more embarrassed than 
before. "I've never done tequila shots, either. And I'm not 
much of a dancer." 


"Well, there's a first time for everything. Don't worry, Will. 
You'll have fun—I promise." 


Will finally glanced back over at him. "You probably think I'm 
really boring. I'm starting to think so, anyway." 


He grinned reassuringly. "Nah. Everybody's different. 
Makes things more interesting." 


"You'd understand if you ever met my parents. All my life 
I've done exactly what they told me to. | went to the schools 
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my dad picked out, majored in the same things he did, 
worked for the same company ... Then one day | got tired of 
always living for other people and came out here. I've been 
trying to make up for lost time living my own life." 


Wow, we have even more in common than I thought. He 
found he wanted to share some more of his history with Will, 
something he generally didn't do. "That sounds like my life. 


Up until last year, | was doing the same thing you were. 


When I was little, my dad taught me to surf. At first 
everything was perfect. | loved surfing. | surfed all through 
school, and by the time I was a teenager | was tearing up 
the junior circuit. | barely got through high school because | 
spent so much time surfing and at competitions. | qualified 
for the ASP World Tour right after | turned nineteen, and 
after that my career took off. | was making decent money 
and sponsors took care of my fees. All of a sudden 'Ryan 
Steele’ 


was a big name in surfing. My dad loved it. | didn't 
understand how much until later." 


Will leaned forward, his expression both commiserating and 
sympathetic. "What happened?" 


"About a year and a half ago, | got hurt. I'd been pushing 
myself way too hard because | had to be the best. | don't 
know why, now. Maybe for my dad, maybe for me? | took 
too many risks and paid. | strained my right thigh muscles 
really badly right before a big event, and instead of resting | 
competed anyway." 


He winced, remembering. "Surprisingly, | did okay, but man 
was | in pain. | could barely walk afterward, and my dad kept 
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and | finally saw the truth. | wasn't surfing because | loved 
the sport; | was surfing because | had to win. All the fun had 
gone out of my favorite thing in the world. | couldn't keep 
pushing myself, hurting myself even, Knowing it was for all 
the wrong reasons. | quit. My dad got so angry. | left and 
came here to teach, and | haven't spoken to him since." 


They sat in thoughtful silence for a while, both gazing at the 
movie on the television, but Ryan doubted either of them 
was following the story. Finally, Will turned to look at him. 


"I'm sorry about your dad." 
"Yeah, me too." 


After Ryan's confession, they sat and watched the movie 
with little conversation. They laughed whenever the 
werewolf appeared on screen, and they joked about the 
horrible special effects, but the deep discussions were 
clearly over for the night. Still, Ryan felt less alone knowing 
Will understood why he'd quit surfing and had come here. 


Most people thought Ryan was crazy for leaving the sport 
he'd loved and been so skilled at. His new friend wouldn't 
say the same after having been in a similar situation 
himself. The thought was comforting, and Ryan was glad all 
over again to have Will for a roommate. The friendship alone 
was turning out to be worth the hassle of having a cute, 
single guy he actually /iked share his room. 
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Chapter Seven 


Friday came too quickly for Will. Luckily, he'd been so busy 
at work he couldn't spend any time being nervous about the 
night ahead. But once he got off work he started feeling 
anxious. He hadn't eaten much at lunch, so he headed to 
the Café to eat before going home. Even though he arrived 
home much later than usual, he somehow beat Ryan there, 
so he got the shower first. Afterward, he pulled on a pair of 
khakis and rummaged through his closet, trying to find 
something to wear. 


He was still searching half an hour later when there was a 
knock at the door. He knew exactly who it would be. 


"Come in," he called. 


The door opened, and there stood Ryan, wearing khakis and 
a blue button-up shirt which made his eyes look more blue 
than gray. "Did you eat already? We're not meeting Penny 
and the others until nine." 


"Yeah, | ate after work." 


"Okay, good. | ate too. Are you having trouble deciding what 
to wear?" Ryan raised an eyebrow at his shirtless state, and 
he found himself blushing slightly. 


"| don't know what kind of place we're going to." 


Ryan came into the room and stood beside him, peering into 
the closet. Will was oddly aware of their proximity, his skin 
prickling. He nearly jumped when Ryan reached into the 
closet, pulled out a shirt, and spoke again. "Well, you can't 


wear ripped up clothing or sweats, but it's not a super-fancy 
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place. Here, wear this." His friend handed him a black 
button-up shirt. Their hands brushed as he took the 
garment, and he had to steel himself not to jerk away. It's 
just nervousness about tonight. Chill out, Will. 


"Thanks." Forcing a smile, he unbuttoned the shirt and put it 
on. Then he went into the living room to kill time until the 
taxi came to take them to the club. 


* KK OK 


* OK OK OK 


A few hours later, Will was following Ryan up the stairs to 
the open-air top level of a dance club. Penny, Geri, Mano, 
and Jed preceded Ryan. By the time Will reached the top of 
the stairs, Penny and Geri had already picked out a table 
and flagged down a waitress. The men joined them just as 
the waitress arrived at the table. 


Ryan grinned at the pretty young brunette waitress. "Bring a 
round of tequila shots for the table." 


The girl smiled back flirtatiously, moving closer to Ryan. 


"Lime and salt?" 


"Please." Ryan punched Will in the shoulder lightly. "This guy 
has never done tequila shots." 


Her eyes widened as she turned to Will. "You've never done 
tequila shots? Well then, it's about time you did!" 


Giggling, she left to get their drinks. 
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Penny raised her eyebrows. "Wow—you've never had tequila 
shots?" 


He shook his head. Everyone looked amazed, but before 
anyone else could speak the waitress returned with a tray 
full of shots, lime wedges, and two salt shakers. 


She quickly set everything out on the table for them. 


"Since it's your friend's first time, | brought a couple of 
extra. 


On the house." 


"Thanks." Ryan pulled out his wallet and handed the girl 
some money. With a last, flirty smile, she left. 


"Okay, listen up." His roommate waited until he was paying 
attention to continue. "Here's how tequila shots are done. 
You lick the back of your hand, pour some salt on, lick the 
salt off, slam the shot, and bite the lime. Got it?" 


Will nodded, feeling a bit ridiculous to have never done this 
before. "Sounds easy enough." 


"All right then, we'll go first." Ryan licked his hand, poured a 
bit of salt onto the wet spot he'd created, and waited for Will 
to do the same. As soon as Will was ready, Ryan nodded. 


In unison, they licked the salt off, drank their tequila, and bit 
lime wedges. 


Will discarded the lime wedge quickly, mouth puckering and 
eyes watering. "Wow." 


Laughing, his roommate salted his hand again. Everyone 
else at the table did the same, and they all took a shot 
together. The tequila burned less the second time around. 


Then Penny bought a round of sex on the beach shots for 
everyone, Jed bought shots called "brain erasers," and Will 
ordered vodka shots. He was starting to feel really warm 
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more than a little tipsy by the time he and the others 
downed their vodka. 


Geri left the table briefly, returning with six red shots. 


"Look, Jell-o shots!" She handed each of them one. She 
looked slyly over at Jed. "Wanna do one off me?" 


"Hell, yeah!" 


Will watched in astonishment as Geri sat on her stool, 
leaned back, and dumped her Jell-o shot onto her flat, tan 
stomach. Well that's something | never saw at home! Jed 
sucked the gelled shot off noisily, using his tongue and lips 


while his girlfriend giggled madly. Penny and Mano snickered 
as they watched. He looked over to gauge his roommate's 
reaction to Jed's antics, only to see Ryan looking at him. 


Ryan's gaze almost seemed to be on his mouth ... Suddenly 
flustered, he looked away. Chill out. You're imagining things. 


To distract himself, he contemplated his own Jell-o shot. 


He shook the cup, but the shot was stuck firmly to the 
edges. 


He scowled. How the hell do you get these things out of the 
cup? 


"Use your tongue," Penny advised. She quickly downed her 
own shot. Mano did the same, not seeming to have any 
trouble. 


Use my tongue? Once again, his gaze was drawn to Ryan. 


His friend was about to take his shot. Will watched as Ryan 
ran his tongue around the edge of the cup and then slurped 
the shot down. He felt a lot warmer all of a sudden. 


Before Will could dwell too much on Ryan's tongue, his 
roommate spoke. "Who wants to dance?" He looked around 
the table expectantly. 
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Penny was the first to reply. "Not me, my feet are killing me. 
| might come down later, though." 


"I'll stay up here with Pen, since Jed and Geri are a little, um, 
busy." Mano rolled his eyes at the couple, presently making 
out, completely oblivious to the conversation. 


Ryan turned to Will, giving him an exaggeratedly sad-eyed 
look. "C'mon, roomie, you wouldn't make me go dance by 
myself would you?" 


He finally managed to get the Jell-o shot out of the cup, 
downed it, and heaved a long-suffering sigh. "Okay, but I'm 
not much of a dancer. You'll be sorry | came." 


"Never." 


* OK OOK OX 


* OK OK x 


Moments later, they'd made their way downstairs. Will had 
been especially careful on the way down, since he could 
really feel the drinks he'd had. As he'd told Ryan earlier, 
he'd never been much of a drinker. 


Downstairs, he felt the beat of the music pounding in his 
chest like a second heartbeat. The DJ clearly favored the 
latest dance and rap music. He didn't like the noise level 
much, but at least the music had a steady beat. 


Ryan led them to the center of the dance floor, where he 
began to move to the beat. Will watched in awe as his friend 
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sinuous. / shouldn't be surprised he can dance, with the way 
he surfs. He moved to the music as best he could, hoping 
Ryan wouldn't be too embarrassed by the way he danced, 
but fortunately his nervousness went unnoticed. 


They danced for a while before Will felt the need for another 
drink and a restroom break. He leaned forward and told 
Ryan what he wanted. 


"What?" his friend yelled back. 


He leaned even closer, until his lips were right by Ryan's ear. 
"I'm going to get a drink. You want anything?" 


Ryan tilted his head to answer. "No, I'm good. See you ina 
few." His lips brushed Will's ear, and Will barely suppressed 
a Shiver. 


With a quick smile, Will headed for the restroom. Once 
inside, the pounding music slightly muffled by the bathroom 
door, his reaction to Ryan's lips on his ear replayed in his 
mind. Just thinking about the sensation made him tremble. 


Maybe I shouldn't have had those tequila shots... 


He used the restroom, washed his hands, and headed back 
out, determined to stop acting so weird. At the bar, he 
ordered a Long Island iced tea. He figured if he was going to 
get drunk, he might as well get really drunk. Sipping his 
drink, he made his way back to where he'd left Ryan. 


He found Ryan right where he'd left him, but unsurprisingly, 
he had gained a few admirers. Will could barely see his 
roommate through all the people surrounding him. In fact, 


he'd begun to wonder if he'd even be able to get through 
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beckoned him over. The crowd parted, and he was able to 
make his way over. 


"What'd you get?" 
"Long Island Iced Tea," he yelled back. 


His friend laughed and said something, but he couldn't hear 
over the pounding bass. Instead of asking Ryan to repeat 
what he'd said, he concentrated on moving with the beat. 


A few minutes later, a cute, blond girl appeared in front of 
him. She leaned forward. "Wanna dance?" 


Will didn't really want to dance, but he seized on the chance 
to shake off the weird feelings plaguing him. "Sure." 


She moved closer, sliding against him. Will set his hands at 
her waist and tried to mimic her movements. When the 
song ended and another was beginning, she leaned up close 
to his ear. "I'm Kayla. What's your name?" 


"Will." 
Kayla gave him a blinding smile. "Nice to meet you, Will." 


With the formality of names out of the way, she moved even 
closer. Their bodies were pressed together tightly, her belly 
rubbing against his cock. Still, even though she was cute 
and plastered against him, he was completely unmoved. 
That is, until he looked up. About six feet away, Ryan 


danced in a crowd of people, but his eyes were fixed on Will. 
Will watched his roommate move, so self-assuredly, so 
sensuously, and for a moment he imagined Kayla was gone, 
and it was Ryan whose body rubbed against his so 
seductively. To his horror, he felt himself hardening. 
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His eyes locked with Ryan's. Kayla slithered up and down his 
body, but neither of them spared her any attention. He 
found himself unconsciously moving toward Ryan, taking 
Kayla with him. Ryan moved forward as well. Soon, they met 
in the middle, Kayla between them. 


She didn't mind at all, in fact she didn't even seem to notice 
the two men were looking at each other rather than her. 
Every time his arm brushed Ryan's, and every time Kayla 
ground against his erection, Will felt his desire building. 
What he desired, exactly, wasn't clear. He felt lost, adrift 
from everything he thought he'd known. 


Kayla twisted between them to face Ryan. Somehow this 
brought them all closer still. Ryan's hands on Kayla’'s waist 
brushed Will's hips, and to his shock he found himself 
rubbing against them, wishing they were on him rather than 
the girl. 


What the hell? Dizzy, feeling too warm from the alcohol and 
press of bodies around them, Will jerked back. Breaking eye 
contact with Ryan, he made his way through the crowd of 
dancers and headed for the stairs. He climbed them until he 
was outside, but instead of continuing to the second floor, 


he sat on the steps. Baffled and dismayed by his behavior 
on the dance floor, he put his head in his hands. 


What's happening to me? I wanted to dance with him , not 
her. And when he accidentally touched me ... He trembled 
with the memory. His erection jumped, attesting to his 
desire for his roommate. But / can't be this way! It's got to 
be the alcohol. Tomorrow everything will be back to normal. 
I'll be back to normal. He kept up the chant in his head. 
Maybe if he thought something enough, he could make it 
true... 


47 
Fantasies: Independence Day 
by Cassandra Gold 


"Will? Are you okay?" Ryan's concerned voice jerked him 
back from his thoughts. 


He didn't look up. "I'm fine. | needed to sit down for a 
while." 


Ryan sat beside him, placing a warm hand on his back. 
"You need to go home?" 


Will leaned into the touch, unable to help himself. Finally he 
lifted his head. "Yeah, I think I should go home." 


"Okay. Stay here, and l'Il go upstairs and tell everyone we're 
leaving." 


"You don't have to come with me. | can get home on my 
own. You were having fun out there." 


"Yeah, | was, but I'm getting pretty tired. Besides, | wouldn't 
let a drunk friend go home alone." Ryan grinned and 
bumped against him. "I'll be right back. Don't move." 


Will dropped his head back onto his hands, keeping up the 
chant in his head as he waited for his roommate to return. 


Chapter Seven 


A warm, soft breeze ruffled Ryan's hair as they stepped out 
of the club and onto the sidewalk. He glanced over at Will, 
but his friend was gazing away into the distance. He nudged 
him. 


"Hey. You still okay?" 


Will looked over at him then, blinking as if surprised to find 
him there. "Yeah, I'm fine, but | think | had way too much to 
drink." 


He grinned. "Well, duh. The Long Island iced tea probably 
didn't help." 
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"| know. Tasted good, though." 


Ryan laughed and hailed a cab. Once inside, Will closed his 
eyes and leaned his head back against the seat. Ryan took 
the opportunity to look his fill. God, he's so hot. For justa 
moment, he allowed himself to imagine leaning over and 
pressing his lips to the exposed curve of his roommate's 
neck, trailing kisses up to his mouth ... yeah, that would be 
nice. 


Too bad he couldn't put his thoughts into action. After the 
way Will had been dancing with the little blond girl in the 


club, he doubted his friend would welcome any advance 
from him. 


He leaned back and closed his own eyes for a moment, 
remembering how hot dancing with Will had been. Sure, 
there'd been a girl between them, but a few times when 
they'd accidentally touched he'd felt as if they were dancing 
together. Right before Will had left the dance floor, there'd 
been a moment when he'd almost thought Will wanted him 
too. 


Ryan's hands had brushed his hips and Will had pressed 
back, rubbing against his hands. He'd been excited for a 
minute, but then, of course, Will had left the dance floor. 


It was stupid to get so turned on over a second on the dance 
floor. He was just trying to dance with the girl, and | 
happened to be there too. There was nothing more to his 
reaction than that. 


"Here we are." The cabbie's announcement made him jump. 


"Thanks." He nudged his roommate gently. "Hey Will, we're 
home." 
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He watched indulgently as Will clambered awkwardly from 
the cab and then handed some money to the cabbie. 
“Thanks a lot. Keep the change." 


* OK OK OX 


* OK OK x 


Will was sitting on the couch flipping channels when he got 
into the apartment. He went to the refrigerator and grabbed 
a couple of bottles of water before heading over to the 
couch himself. Ryan sat next to him, handing him a bottle. 


Will twisted the cap off and took a drink. "Thanks. | was 
thirsty. I'm also tired, but | don't think I could sleep if | went 
to bed." 


He nodded. "Me neither. What's on?" 


"| don't know. Here." Will handed him the remote control 
and leaned back into the couch cushions. 


After a couple of minutes of flipping through the channels, 
Ryan settled on a cheesy giant insect movie on the science 
fiction channel. They watched in silence for a while. He tried 
to focus on the movie, but he kept getting distracted by the 
soft sound of Will's breathing and the occasional brush of an 
arm against his. 


Finally, the huge, fake-looking giant mosquitoes, which were 
the movie's villains, at last made an appearance. The 
heroine of the movie shrieked in terror as one of the 
mosquitoes attacked the town bully. 
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Ryan laughed. "What the hell? Did you see those bugs?" 


Still laughing, he turned to Will to share his amusement. He 
was rather startled to find Will closer than he'd expected. 


Much closer. His laughter faded as he found himself staring 
into a pair of serious hazel eyes. His voice dropped to a 
whisper. "Will?" 


His roommate didn't respond. He started to get concerned. 
"Will? Are you all right?" 


Any further conversation was cut off as Will abruptly 
reached up, slid his fingers into Ryan's hair to hold him still, 
and kissed him. For a long moment, he was so stunned he 
couldn't even move. What the—? 


He sat there like a block of wood as warm lips pressed 
against his, hard, almost desperately. He tried to ask what 
the hell Will thought he was doing, but as soon as his lips 
parted, Will's tongue swept into his mouth. With a groan of 
surrender, he twined his tongue with Will's, reveling in the 
feel of the skillful tongue tracing the sensitive tissues of his 
mouth. 


Murmuring something incomprehensible against his lips, Will 
pushed him down onto the couch cushions without breaking 
their kiss. 


Ryan was a little surprised at the forceful action, but he 
certainly wasn't complaining. A whimper escaped him as 
Will kissed along his jaw and down to his neck. Shivers 
chased up and down his spine at the sensation. 


He lay back and let Will take charge, reaching up to caress 
Will's hair, unsurprised to find the dark locks as silky and 
soft as he'd expected them to be. 
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"God, Ryan," his friend muttered against his neck between 
kisses, shifting so he was lying on top of Ryan. 


"Will!" He cried out as their erections rubbed against each 
other. Will cried out as well, thrusting against him roughly, 
rubbing their khaki-clad cocks together over and over. The 
friction was exquisite, and after his long months of celibacy, 
Ryan found himself embarrassingly close to going off in his 
pants like a teenager. 


Still, Will seemed to be enjoying himself just as much if the 
desperate sounds he was making against Ryan's neck were 
any indication. Deciding to go with it, he let go of Will's hair 
and grabbed his hips instead, holding on tightly as their 
cocks rasped together yet again. 


Will latched onto the base of his neck, sucking and biting 
lightly. The slight pain, combined with the incredible friction, 
put him over the edge. He arched up against Will in 
soundless ecstasy, his orgasm exploding through him 
unexpectedly in waves, which seemed to go on and on. He 
might have worried about going off too soon, but Will's low 
cry let Ryan know he was coming as well. For a moment, 
they both lay there in silence. Wow. Didn't see that coming... 


Before he could enjoy the afterglow of his first non-solo 
orgasm in months, Will's knee slipped off the edge of the 
couch, sending him to the floor. There was a thump as 
something hit the coffee table. Ryan sat up instantly and 
looked down to see Will clutching the side of his head, which 
had clearly been the source of the sound. 


"Shit, Will, you okay?" He leaned over to peer at his friend, 
trying to see if his head was bleeding. 
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Will stopped muttering curses and gave him a look that was 
a combination of pain, confusion, and something else Ryan 
wasn't sure he wanted to identify. "I'm fine." 


He felt his heart sinking at the snappish tone. He didn't 
think it was the pain talking, either. Don't jump to 
conclusions. His head probably hurts like hell. He tried 
again. 


"Want me to get you some ice?" 
"No. I'll get some and go to bed." 


He cringed at his roommate's cold tone, trying to keep the 
hurt expression off his face as Will rose awkwardly to his 
feet and went into the kitchen. He regrets what we just did. | 
should have known better than to expect any different after 
he had so much to drink. Why didn't | push him away? 


Well, he knew why he hadn't pushed him away. After all, 
what had happened between them had been exactly what 
he wanted. He'd been attracted to Will from day one, even 
more so when he'd gotten to know the man. And since Will 
had kissed him, he'd gone with it. Obviously a mistake, 
because here he was, lying here alone, wearing sticky 
clothes. Ugh. 


Miserable now, Ryan waited until Will got ice and 
disappeared into his room before heading into the shower. 
As the evidence of what had been a wonderful encounter for 
him washed down the drain, he mourned the probable loss 
of his and Will's friendship. 


Would Will be angry with him tomorrow, and call Housing 
demanding to be moved to another apartment? Anger 
would be better than cold avoidance or awkward attempts 
at keeping things the same. No matter what, things would 
change. He'd miss the way things had been before tonight, 
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though. Their friendship would never be the same after 
what had just happened. 
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Chapter Eight 


On Saturday morning, Will awoke at ten a.m. with a 
pounding headache. God, I feel like someone's been 
punching me all night. He'd barely slept the night before— 
too much alcohol, the lump on the side of his head from the 
coffee table, and the memories of what he and Ryan had 
done had seen to that. 


He'd spent much of the night chastising himself, sometimes 
for kissing Ryan, and other times for being such a dick to 
him afterward. / was such an asshole, rubbing all over him 
until | got off and then snarling at him when he was trying to 
help me. The look in his eyes when | left ... he was hurt. He's 
probably really pissed at me this morning, and who could 
blame him? After all, it's not like he came on to me. | started 
the whole thing but was too much of a coward to stick 
around. 


When he hadn't been berating himself, he'd been reliving 
the kiss and its aftermath. What he'd felt in Ryan's arms had 
been the most incredible orgasm he'd ever experienced, 
and what he'd felt had scared the hell out of him. He'd 
never felt such things in his few experiences with women. 
He hadn't wanted to face up to what that said about him, so 
he'd run away. 


"Argh." He pulled the pillow over his head, wondering if 
staying in bed all day would be even more cowardly than 
what he'd done. Yeah, staying in bed would be pretty 
damned cowardly. Groaning at the throbbing pain in his 
head, Will got 55 


Fantasies: Independence Day 


by Cassandra Gold 


up and yanked on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. Maybe he'll 
still be in bed. 


As soon as he reached the other room, he spotted Ryan 
sitting at the kitchen counter eating a bowl of cereal. This is 
obviously not my lucky day. Ryan looked up, eying him 
warily as he stood uncertainly in the doorway of his room. 


"Hey Ryan," he said weakly. Pitiful. Just pitiful. Shoot me 
now. 


His roommate's wary expression didn't change. If anything, 
he was even more guarded than before. "Hey." 


He rubbed his temple, uncertainty filling him. God, this is 
awkward. Way to ruin a friendship, jackass. He'd almost 
decided to turn and flee back to his room when Ryan's 
expression changed to one of concern. 


"Does your head hurt?" 


Here was a question he could answer honestly. He nodded, 
but even the small movement sent a burst of pain radiating 
through his skull. "Hurts like hell." 


"| thought you might have a headache this morning. | got 
out some aspirin for you." Ryan got up and got a bottle of 
water out of the fridge, which he set on the far end of the 
counter next to the aspirin. He then returned to his seat and 
resumed eating his cereal. 


Will looked at the aspirin and water for a moment, absurdly 
touched by the small gesture. While he'd been hiding out in 
his room and acting like a total prick, his roommate had 
been thinking about how to help him feel better. 


“Thanks, Ryan." He went over to the counter and swallowed 
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of water. Ryan kept eating, his eyes fixed on the cereal. His 
hair was damp, and the rash guard shirt he was wearing told 
Will he'd been surfing already this morning. 


After a few minutes, the silence got to him. "You must have 
been up early this morning." 


"Couldn't sleep." Ryan finished his cereal and went over to 
the sink to wash his bowl. 


Talking about sleep might lead to a discussion of last night. 


Dangerous territory. He didn't reply, busying himself with 
drinking his water. 


"Do you want some toast or something? | know you 
probably don't want to eat, but you ought to eat 
something." 


Ryan didn't even look at him as he spoke, instead 
concentrating on his task. 


He considered the idea for a moment. His head was killing 
him, but his stomach felt fine. "I could eat some toast, | 
think, but | can make it." 


He started to get up, but Ryan made a sit-down motion with 
his hand. "I'm up." He finished what he was doing, put some 
bread in the toaster, and left the room. 


The toast popped up minutes later, about the same time he 
heard the shower start. He buttered the two slices of bread 
and began to eat slowly and mechanically. He couldn't 
believe how Ryan had acted so far. He'd spoken rather 
coldly, but even so he'd thought to get Will aspirin and 
make him toast. 


Even after I've treated him like shit, he's taking care of me. | 
almost wish he'd punch me instead. | deserve to be 
punched. Hell, almost anything would be better than this. 
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Will nearly choked on his last bite of toast when Ryan 
returned to the room a few minutes later. His roommate now 
wore a white t-shirt and shorts. The high-necked rash guard 
shirt had hidden the base of his neck, but the t-shirt 
revealed a tell-tale red mark. 


His stomach clenched. Shit! I gave him a hickey! Filled with 
an uneasy mixture of horror at what he'd done and a 
strange sort of ... satisfaction, he looked away quickly, 
praying Ryan hadn't seen him staring. What the hell is going 
on with me? I've got to get out of here. 


He stood abruptly and practically ran to his room to grab his 
wallet and keys. After stuffing his feet into a pair of sandals 

and jamming his sunglasses on, he went back into the main 
room. "I'm going out for a while. I'll be back." 


Without waiting for an answer, he left the apartment and 
started walking. At first he had no destination in mind, but 


finally he decided to go to the employee beach. Maybe he'd 
be able to think there, away from Ryan. 


When he arrived at the beach, he sat on a bench in the 
Shade. The small expanse of sand was not crowded this 
early. 


There were a few people playing volleyball or laying in the 
sun, but they were at the far end of the beach. Since he was 
basically alone, he began to talk to himself, a habit he often 
indulged in to help work through things, much to the 
annoyance of his father. 


"Okay. Last night, | was drunk. | kissed Ryan, gave him a 
fucking hickey, and basically used him to get off. Then | ran 
out of there like the coward | am. Great." 


58 
Fantasies: Independence Day 
by Cassandra Gold 


| wasn't really that drunk, though. | knew what | was doing. 
And I wanted him. Hell, | still want him. He thought back to 
his first real sexual experience, in college. He'd gone to an 
all-boys prep school for high school and hadn't had many 
chances to meet girls. He hadn't been attracted to the guys 
at school, but maybe he just hadn't /et himself notice them. 


In college he'd started dating Stacy Keaton. Their first time 
hadn't been terribly exciting, nor had any subsequent 
attempts. There had even been several times he couldn't 
perform, which they'd both attributed to the stress of his 
heavy class schedule and perfectionist work ethic with his 
homework. Now, though, he wondered. He'd never been 
very interested in sex. Until now. 


He and Stacy had broken up after college. A year or so later, 
he'd dated Gretchen. She'd actually dumped him because 
he hadn't wanted sex enough. Since then, he'd gone on only 
a few dates and most of them hadn't gone anywhere. 


Will had been chalking his pitiful love life up to his focus on 
work, but maybe he'd just been trying to play for the wrong 
team. 


He laughed humorlessly, imagining his father's reaction to 
what he was currently contemplating. ‘Barringtons are never 
gay. Now go marry Daniella and get started on William 
Wesley Barrington V!' He laughed again, because it was 
either laugh or cry at this point, and another thing 
Barringtons didn't do was cry. 


"Will? Are you okay?" 
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He jumped, startled, as Penny approached, Mano trailing 
behind her. "Penny! You scared me. Yeah, I'm fine." 


"Well you look like shit." 
"Gee, thanks, Pen. | really appreciate your concern." 
Maybe his sarcastic tone would chase her away. 


No such luck. She waved Mano off. As soon as Mano was a 
safe distance down the beach, she sat next to him. "You're 
clearly not fine. Spill." 


Will seized on the best distraction he could think of. "So, did 
you and Mano hook up last night? | thought you might." 


"Yes we did, and he's fabulous. | think he might be a keeper. 
Don't think you can distract me, though. What happened 
with you last night?" 


Seeing Penny's determined expression, Will knew there was 
no way he was getting out of here without telling her 
something. Maybe talking to someone will help. Taking a 
deep breath, he began. "I sort of kissed someone last night." 


"Okay..." She drew the word out, clearly wondering why he 
was so upset about a simple kiss. 


He kept his eyes trained on his feet. "It was Ryan." 


Her eyes widened. "Oh. Oh! You do know Ryan's gay, 
though. Right?" She leaned over, trying to see his eyes. 


"Actually, | didn't know." 


"But he is, and I'm pretty sure he likes you. So what's the 
problem?" 


When he didn't reply, her voice hardened. "What did you 
do?" The unspoken subtext was "if you hurt my friend, I'll kill 
you." Will appreciated her devotion to Ryan, even when he 
was the one who was about to earn her anger. 
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"| fucked up really bad, Penny." He met her eyes at last, 
allowing her to see his misery. "All my life I've told myself 


I'm a straight guy who just doesn't need much sex." He 
laughed again, a bit bitterly. "What guy doesn't want sex all 
the time? 


Clearly | was delusional." 


"So what happened to change your mind?" She looked less 
angry now, and more sympathetic. 


“Last night when we were dancing, | started getting all 
these weird thoughts about wanting to dance with him 
instead of this girl we were dancing with. | thought I'd had 
too much to drink and should go home. Ryan insisted on 
going with me to make sure | got there okay. We got home 
and turned on the TV. He started laughing at something and 
turned around to tell me about it, and | just ... kissed him." 


He trailed off, wondering if he should tell her any more. 
“Then what? | know you're not this upset over a little kiss." 


Jeez, | can't hide anything from her. "Well, we sort of made 
out for a while. Then, like the idiot | am, | somehow fell off 
the couch and hit my head on the coffee table. | realized 
what I was doing and freaked out. | ran out on him like a 
total asshole. This morning | could barely talk to him, so | 
left." 


Penny narrowed her eyes at him. "You could barely talk to 
him? Because you don't really like him, or because you do?" 


He looked down at his feet again. "Because | do. This 
morning when I got up, | realized how much of a jerk | was 
last night and felt terrible. Then he had aspirin and water 
ready for me, and | felt even worse. Even after | was so 
horrible to him he was still nice to me." 
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She smiled slightly. "Yeah, he's like that. He's got a really big 
heart." Her smile turned to a scowl. "You'd better not hurt 
him. If you're not ready, leave him alone." 


"| probably already have hurt him, but I think I'm ready to 
accept how | feel. I'd like to apologize, if he'll even talk to 
me." Which is pretty damned doubtful after how I've acted. 


"He'll talk to you. Luckily for you, he's a very forgiving guy." 
"| don't deserve it, but | hope so." 

[Back to Table of Contents] 
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Chapter Nine 


After Will left, Ryan was at loose ends. He felt tense and 
anxious from their awkward encounter earlier. Even surfing 
before Will woke up hadn't relaxed him. The worst part was 
the uncertainty. He'd worried all night about how his 
roommate would react this morning, and when he had 
seemed determined to pretend nothing had happened Ryan 
felt even worse. 


Anger had started to build then, and some perverse part of 
him had wanted to make Will talk about what had happened 
between them last night. Finally he'd had to leave before 
saying something he might regret. Then, when he'd come in 
after his shower, Will had left abruptly. When he'd gone back 
into the bathroom and noticed the hickey on his neck, he'd 
understood why. 


He touched the mark idly, thinking under other 
circumstances he would have seen the spot as a memory of 
a pleasant experience rather than the mark of a broken 
friendship. Now I'm starting to get depressed. Maybe a nap 
will help. Sighing, he went into his room and lay down on 
the bed. 


Unfortunately, sleep proved almost as elusive this morning 
as it had last night. He tossed and turned for a couple of 
hours, dozing fitfully but soending most of the time awake. 
At last he turned over onto his back, giving up on sleep. This 
situation was really going to make him crazy. 
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He couldn't live with Will, knowing he wanted the man and 
the attraction was definitely not mutual. Or if it was, Will 
didn't want it to be. 


And I deserve way better than he treated me last night. 


Maybe I should be the one to move out. I'm sure they could 
find me another apartment, hopefully without too long a 
wait. 


He was contemplating getting up and calling Housing when 
there was a soft knock on his door. He thought about 
ignoring the sound, but decided he might as well get this 
over with. 


"Come in." 
The door opened, revealing an anxious, disheveled Will. 


Even in his wrinkled clothes, with hair that looked as if he'd 
forgotten to comb it this morning, the man looked gorgeous. 


Ryan drank in the sight, Knowing he'd probably not be 
seeing much of Will after this. 


His roommate stood there awkwardly, shuffling his feet like 
a teenager who'd been called to the principal's office. 


Ryan could have helped him out by saying something, but a 
mean little part of him decided to let the man suffer. 


At last, Will found his voice. "We, um, | think we need to 
talk." 


He waited until Will met his eyes before replying, keeping 
his voice calm. "About what?" 


Even though Ryan could see Will wanted to look away, he 
held their eye contact. "About what happened last night." 


He put his hands behind his head, the petty, hurt part of 
him still firmly in charge. When he spoke, his words came 
out colder than he expected. 
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"What exactly happened last night? From my point of view, 
you used me as a rubbing post and took off. You could have 
done the same thing with the girl from the club, you know, 
only you wouldn't have been so ashamed of yourself 
afterward." 


Will looked down at his feet, his expression miserable. 


"You're right. | acted like complete jerk. You're wrong about 
one thing, though." 


"What?" The question came out almost against his will, but 
he couldn't hold the words in. He had to know everything, 
get the whole thing over with like ripping a band-aid off 
quickly so the pain wasn't as bad. 


Hazel eyes met his again, blazing with some unnamed 
emotion. "I wasn't ashamed. | was terrified. If | admitted 
how much I wanted you, I'd have to admit I've been living a 
lie my whole life." Will approached the bed suddenly, 
haltingly. 


"I'm still scared, but | don't want to lie to myself anymore. 


I'm so sorry for how | treated you last night. | can't think of a 
good reason for you to give me another chance, but I'd 
really like one." 


Ryan could only lie there as Will sat on the edge of the bed 
and reached down to stroke his cheek gently. He wanted to 
close his eyes and lean into the touch, but he had to make 
sure Will wouldn't run off again. "Are you sure about this?" 


His roommate smiled at him, still caressing his cheek. "I 
thought about a lot of things this morning, and | realized 
how stupid I've been to deny what | was feeling. I'm sure." 


Ryan let himself smile back then, even though he knew he 
was probably grinning like a fool. A happy warmth swelled in 
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his chest and he sat up so they were face-to-face. He caught 
the hand Will had been stroking his cheek with and kissed 
the palm. 


Will closed his eyes at the contact, a shudder going through 
him. "Ryan." 


He ran his tongue along the lines on Will's palm teasingly, 
and then he took the index finger into his mouth, sucking 
lightly. Will whimpered. "Ryan, please..." 


Ryan let his finger go with a pop. He arched an eyebrow at 
Will, enjoying teasing him. "Please what?" 


Will's pleading hazel eyes met his. "Please kiss me," he 
whispered. 


"Well, since you asked so nicely..." 


Their kisses last night had been frantic, almost brutal. This 
time Ryan was determined to take things slowly. He brushed 
his lips over Will's once, then again, before capturing his 
mouth. Will let him in instantly, and he savored the 
exquisite sensation of their tongues stroking against each 
other as he explored Will's mouth. 


Will seemed content to let him control things this time, 
participating wholeheartedly in the kiss but not trying to 
take over. Ryan lay back on the small bed, pulling his 
roommate down with him. There wasn't much room, but it 
was enough for Ryan's purpose. Not breaking the kiss, he 
unfastened Will's jeans with one hand. Will gasped into his 
mouth as Ryan slipped his hand inside the opening he'd 
made. He gripped his erection and stroked firmly, making 
Will jump and cry out. 


"Shit, Ryan!" 
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He laughed softly. "Like that, do you?" 
Will nodded. "Don't stop." 


As if | could, now! Ryan gave Will's cock another long, 
smooth stroke, squeezing a bit harder when he got to the 
head. Will whimpered, his head falling back. Ryan took 
advantage of his exposed throat, pressing soft, moist kisses 
against the tender skin while his hand continued to work 
Will's erection. 


It wasn't long before his friend was on the edge, writhing 
and moaning. "Oh God, Ryan! I'm going to..." 


Will cried out helplessly, arched, and came. Ryan watched in 
amazement. He rarely saw his extremely controlled 
roommate lose his composure. Will's expression of unbridled 
pleasure was a beautiful sight to behold. 


Finally Will collapsed onto the bed, panting. Only then did 
Ryan become aware of his sticky hand. "I'll be right back." 


He jumped up and went to the bathroom, where he washed 
his hands and wet a washcloth. Moments later, he returned 
to his bedroom. Will still lay sorawled on the bed, eyes 
closed, looking utterly boneless. Ryan sat beside him and 
gently ran the wet cloth over his stomach. 


Will smiled and opened his eyes. "Thank you." 


When he finished his ministrations, Ryan tossed the cloth 
aside and lay down beside Will, pulling his lover into his 
arms. 


They stayed there, cuddling, until Ryan had nearly fallen 
asleep. 


Just as he began to drift off, his friend abruptly shifted. "I 
can't believe | forgot about you!" 


67 
Fantasies: Independence Day 
by Cassandra Gold 


Half-asleep, Ryan couldn't quite grasp the meaning of Will's 
words. He opened one eye to see him moving into a sitting 


position beside him. "Will? What are you doing?" 


"I'm sorry | was so selfish." Muttering to himself, Will slipped 
his hands into Ryan's waistband, drawing his shorts down 
over his hips. 


Whatever Will was planning to do could only be good. His 
cock stood up and took notice, begging for some attention. 


Suddenly wide awake, Ryan lifted up a bit to help, and the 
Shorts were off and lying on the floor in moments. He looked 
over at Will, wondering what he would do. 


First, Will trailed his fingertips up Ryan's thighs in feather- 
light touches, caressing everywhere except for where Ryan 
really wanted him to touch. It was both arousing and 
maddening. The man's inexperience was clear, yet his touch 
made Ryan hotter than he could ever remember being. 


He shivered but remained where he was, watching Will's 
fingers trace nonsensical patterns in an ever-tightening 
circle and biting his lip to keep from crying out. 


Moments later, he did cry out when Will unexpectedly 
leaned over and took Ryan's cock into his mouth. He 
couldn't take the whole thing in, but Ryan couldn't have 
cared less. 


The hot, wet ecstasy of his roommate's mouth only got 
better when Will began to suck, wrapping one hand around 
the base of Ryan's erection and using the other to massage 
Ryan's balls. 


"Will! Fuck, that's good." 


Will didn't answer, just kept sucking. After a few minutes, he 
began to work the base of Ryan's dick firmly with his hand 
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while swirling his tongue around the head. The combined 
sensations nearly overwhelmed him, and Ryan felt his 
orgasm building. 


"Will..." He pushed at his friend's shoulder, wanting to warn 
him, but Will ignored him. Seconds later, he stopped 
worrying about it as the orgasm burst through him. Will's 
name, numerous profanities, and who knows what else 
spilled from his lips at the incredible pleasure. 


Will seemed startled, yet he gamely tried to swallow. When 
he finally stopped coming, Ryan lifted his head and looked 
down at his roommate. He couldn't help laughing at the 
expression on Will's face. He looked both pleased and 
vaguely worried. 


"Hey. Come here." Will crawled up the bed until they were 
lying side by side again. Ryan reached out and used his 
thumb to swipe a tiny bit of come Will had missed from the 
corner of his mouth, and then he pulled him in for a soft 
kiss. 


He'd intended for the contact to be brief, but quickly found 
himself deepening the kiss. He could taste himself and Will 
mixed together. Mmmm. My new favorite flavor. 


Finally he drew back to look into Will's eyes. "Thank you." 
He smiled. "I did okay?" 


"More than okay." Utterly relaxed, he lay back on the bed. 


Will snuggled in next to him on the narrow bed. He reached 
over and clicked the lamp off and closed his eyes. His last 
thought before he drifted off was / could get used to this. 
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Chapter Ten 


The next week was the happiest Will could remember 
having. After awakening squeezed together in the much-too- 
Small bed on Sunday morning, they spent much of Sunday 
on the couch together, laughing, talking, and exploring each 
other. When they finally left the apartment, they ate dinner 
and went down to the beach. Ryan surfed a bit, and when 
he got tired they sat on the sand and watched the sunset. 


Monday, they both had to go to work. He woke up early and 
made breakfast for them both, much to Ryan's pleasure. 


He surprised himself by managing not to burn anything. 
They ate together, and when he left Ryan kissed him 
goodbye. He was so cheerful at work everyone kept asking 
him what he was so happy about. 


The rest of the week passed in much the same way. He and 
Ryan had discussed the possibility that being together might 
make their roommate situation difficult at times, but so far 
everything was working out beautifully. They spent most of 
the day apart, and though they spent a lot of the evening 
time together, sometimes they each did their own thing. 
One night, Ryan went surfing with Sarah and Mano while he 
and some of the wait-staff played tennis. Although they 
were both rather strong-willed and they had occasional 
disagreements, on the whole their new relationship was 
working well. The sexual aspect of their relationship was 
evolving slowly. They still hadn't tru/y had sex, but they'd 
done a lot of other things and Will had enjoyed every one of 
them. 
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When Sunday evening rolled around, Will returned from an 
extra long shift exhausted. He'd been scheduled to work 
from six until three, but one of the other waiters had called 
in Sick. 


His boss had asked him to stay late, so he'd ended up 
working until seven. Weekend shifts were always tough at 
the restaurant anyway, and working four extra hours 
certainly hadn't helped. At least he'd made a ton of tips. 
Dinner tips were a lot better than the breakfast and lunch 
tips he normally got, so he'd raked in more than twice as 
much as usual. 


He sighed as he trudged up the steps to their apartment. 


God, I'm tired. | can't wait to sit down for a while. The 
depressing part was he had to be in again at six a.m. 


tomorrow morning. His day off wasn't until Tuesday. Ryan 
had traded shifts with Sarah, a fellow instructor, so they'd 
have the same day off. Tuesday was only two days away, 
but the way he felt right now made two days seem like an 
eternity. 


As soon as he opened the door, he smelled something good. 
Ryan stood at the stove, stirring whatever smelled so 
delicious. "Hey Will. | was wondering where you were." 


"One of the waiters called in sick, so I said I'd stay." 


Will gave him a sympathetic look. "Nice of you. You look 
really tired, though." 


"I'm exhausted." He sat on the closest barstool, watching 
Ryan cook with interest. "I'm also starving. | haven't eaten 
since eleven, | think it was." 


His roommate grinned. "Good thing I'm cooking, then. I'm 
just making spaghetti, though." 
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"| love spaghetti. Anything | can do to help?" He started to 
stand. 


Ryan waved him back down. "I'm almost done. Stay there 
and relax for a few minutes." 


To Will's surprise, Ryan got out a bottle of red wine and 
poured them each a glass before bringing plates of 
Spaghetti over and placing one in front of him. He raised his 
eyebrows. 


"Wine?" 
Ryan winked. "You seem like a wine kind of guy." 


He took a sip. The wine wasn't one of the fancy, expensive 
kinds his father favored, but he liked the flavor. He also liked 
the idea of Ryan picking out wine for their dinner, as if 
tonight were a special occasion. 


While they ate, Ryan entertained Will with tales of the kids 
he'd taught earlier, as well as a very feisty old lady who'd 
out-surfed her teenaged grandchildren, much to their 
dismay. 


He listened, laughed, and relaxed, the tension of the day 
draining away. 


Several glasses of wine and a large plate of spaghetti later, 
Will felt much better. Enough better, in fact, to be thinking 
about other things besides food and sleep. He watched Ryan 
as they washed the dishes, wondering when would be the 
best time to pounce. 


He seized his opportunity as Ryan rinsed the last pan, 
coming up behind him and kissing the side of his neck softly. 


Ryan shivered and let his head fall to the side, giving Will 
better access. Kissing and nuzzling Ryan's neck, he slipped 
a hand under the front of his t-shirt to caress his stomach 
and chest. 
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Moaning, Ryan let his head fall back onto Will's shoulder. 
"Feels good." 


He pulled back and turned Ryan to face him before quickly 
Stripping off the t-shirt and pulling his shorts and boxers 
down in one smooth tug. Then he pressed a kiss to Ryan's 
mouth and dropped to his knees. 


"Oh, shit!" 


He smiled inwardly at Ryan's exclamation. In the past few 
days he'd become pretty good at sucking cock, and he used 


every trick he'd learned now, wanting to bring Ryan to the 
edge as quickly as possible. 


He alternated between deep sucking and gentle licks until 
Ryan gripped his hair and made him look up. "Bedroom. 
Fuck me. Now." 


Will's eyes widened and he stopped to stare at him, so 
turned on he needed to take a moment to gather his 
thoughts before he could speak. "Are you sure?" 


Ryan's expression turned to one of concern. "Unless you're 
not ready for that yet..." 


He grinned, stood, and grabbed Ryan's hand, dragging him 
toward Ryan's bedroom. "I'm definitely ready." 


Laughing, Ryan followed him. Ryan scrambled onto the bed 
and started rummaging in the small bedside table's drawer. 
Moments later he triumphantly held up a bottle of lube and 
a condom, which he passed over to Will. Will put on the 
condom and quickly slicked his erection. 


Before he finished, his impatient lover grabbed the lube, 
poured some onto his own fingers, and began preparing 
himself for Will's penetration. 
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Startled and aroused, he watched Ryan's slick fingers 
disappear into his body. His already hard cock stiffened even 
more at the sight. 


Ryan smirked, clearly knowing the effect his actions were 
having. His roommate took his time stretching himself, 
moaning and writhing for effect. Finally, he seemed to 
decide Will had had enough, and he got on his hands and 
knees, still smirking over his shoulder. 


"You're going to pay for that," Will threatened playfully, 
grabbing Ryan's hips and preparing to thrust. 


Ryan winked. "Oh, | hope so." 


After a moment spent lining everything up and taking a 
deep breath, Will entered him with one smooth, slow thrust. 


He gasped at the incredibly tight, incredibly hot grip of his 
lover's body. "Fuck!" 


"I think that's what we're doing." 
That surprised a laugh out of him. "Shut up, Ryan." 


"I'm just saying," Ryan began, but he quickly stopped 
talking when Will started thrusting. 


| never knew it would feel like this. Will couldn't believe how 
amazing fucking Ryan felt, like thrusting into a velvet vise. 
The friction, the heat, the tightness, and the fact that this 
was Ryan made him pretty sure he wasn't going to last long. 


Fortunately, he could tell his lover was nearly as close as he 
was. Ryan was gasping and muttering for him to go faster, 
so he gripped Ryan's hips and obeyed. He also had the 
presence of mind to reach around and grasp Ryan's dick, 
stroking it in time to his movements. 
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Moments later, Ryan cried out and came. His body tensed, 
and the pressure put Will over as well. Ryan's body milked 
his cock for what seemed like forever, but at last his orgasm 
faded. Suddenly exhausted, he rolled off and collapsed onto 
the bed. After flopping down in what little space was left on 
the tiny mattress, Ryan groped for a tissue and handed one 
to Will so he could get rid of the condom. 


They lay there in sated silence for several minutes, just 
enjoying being together. Will felt completely, utterly 
content. 


Sure, he was tired, but he'd gotten tired working a job he'd 
chosen, and now he was with the person he'd chosen as 
well. 


So far, living life on his own terms was making him happier 
than he'd ever been. / never want to go home. Maybe my 
father will just leave me alone. 


Before he could doze off, he got up regretfully to shower 
and go to his own bed. He had to be at work early tomorrow. 


At least Tuesday's not far away! 
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75 

Fantasies: Independence Day 


by Cassandra Gold 


Chapter Eleven 


On Tuesday morning, Ryan's alarm went off at seven a.m. 


Damn! Forgot to turn the alarm off. Heart racing, wide 
awake, he shut off his alarm and sat up. Well, l'm awake 
now. | might as well go make some breakfast. 


He got dressed and went into the kitchen to make veggie 
and cheese omelets. He didn't know when Will would get up, 
since they'd stayed up pretty late watching old monster 
movies and making out on the couch. He smiled, 
remembering. 


He'd really hated having to say goodnight and go to bed, 
but the beds in their rooms were tiny. There was no way the 
two of them could fit comfortably, and they had to get some 
Sleep if they were going to surf today. 


Will was determined to ride a wave all the way through, and 
he was determined to help his lover succeed. 


He had the omelets finished and was making toast when 
Will walked in, yawning. Ryan loved the sexy, just-rolled-out- 
of-bed look with his dark hair tousled and wearing only 
boxers and a t-shirt. He licked his lips as Will approached. 


Mmm... | know what I'm having right after breakfast. 
Will greeted him with a kiss. "Good morning." 
"Good morning to you. | made breakfast." 


Will poured them each a glass of juice as Ryan put the 
plates on the counter. They sat next to each other and ate in 


companionable silence for a while, until Will surreptitiously 
began to stoke Ryan's calf with his foot. 
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Ryan gave him a sidelong glance. "You'd better stop if you 
want to go surfing anytime soon." 


Will put down his fork. "What if | don't want to go surfing 
just yet?" 


Ryan dropped his fork as well, turning. "Then keep doing 
what you're doing." 


Eyes burning with intent, Will put his hand high up on Ryan's 
thigh. "How about I do this instead?" 


His cock instantly rose, begging to be touched. He let out a 
strangled laugh. "I like the way you think." 


Rather than responding, Will leaned forward and claimed 
Ryan's mouth in a deep kiss. At the same time, he moved 
his hand further up Ryan's thigh, but still not quite where 
Ryan wanted it. Whimpering, Ryan slid his fingers into Will's 
hair to hold him closer as their tongues tangled together. 


A sudden, sharp intake of breath from the other side of the 
room startled them. They broke apart and turned to stare at 
the intruder. A handsome, polished older man in an 
expensive-looking business suit stood there, gaping at them 
in horror. 


The man's mouth moved soundlessly for a moment before 
he finally pushed words out. "I come here to bring my son 
home, expecting to find him vacationing, perhaps 
romancing a hotel guest, and what do | find?" He glared at 
Will, his voice growing louder and angrier. "You're playing at 
being a waiter, slumming with the staff, and now this? Are 
you trying to destroy everything I've built for you? We can't 
have this sort of scandal hanging over your head!" 


77 
Fantasies: Independence Day 
by Cassandra Gold 


The man, obviously Will's father, abruptly turned his 
attention to Ryan. He gave a long-suffering sigh. "How much 
is it going to take?" 


Ryan heard the words, but the meaning eluded him. 
"What?" 


Will's father reached into his jacket pocket and drew out a 
checkbook. "How much to keep your mouth shut about my 
son's little ... indiscretion?" 


Shock, anger, and humiliation tied his tongue. For a long, 
charged moment, he stared at the older man, unable to 
believe what he was hearing. Finally, he shifted his gaze to 
Will. 


Will's face was chalk-white except for two spots of bright red 
on his cheeks. His eyes were glued to the ground. Ryan 
willed him to say something, anything. Look at me at least! 


Show me this isn't what you want! 


When Will studiously avoided looking at him, Ryan came to 
a terrible conclusion: Will was ashamed of him. He isn't 
going to say a word. He's going to let his father buy me off. 
A tight knot of hurt formed in his throat, choking him. / 
guess the poor little bi-curious rich boy is tired of slumming 
it with me. 


He swallowed hard, trying to dislodge the ever-expanding 
lump in his throat, and then faced Will's father squarely. His 
anger grew exponentially, temporarily pushing out the hurt, 
at the smug expression on the man's face. He thinks I can 
be bought! I may be just a lowly surf instructor, but there's 
no fucking way. 


With great difficulty, he summoned up his coldest, calmest 
voice. "I don't want your money." 
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The smug smile vanished. Will's father narrowed his eyes. 


Ryan could almost see the man calculating what his next 
move should be, as if this were a business merger or 
something. "What do you want, then?" 


"Nothing." At least, nothing | can have. He looked at Will 
briefly. Don't worry, Will. I'm out of here. "Nothing from 
either of you." 


Gathering the tattered remains of his dignity around him like 
a cloak, Ryan stood. He wanted to run, but kept his steps 
slow and measured as he left the apartment. He wasn't 
going to let them see how bad he felt. So the guy | thought 


might be "the one" was playing with me the whole time. No 
big deal. He almost laughed at the ridiculousness of his own 
thoughts. This was a very big deal, but he'd get over it. If 
he'd gotten over his father's betrayal, he could get over this. 


On the way out the door, he felt a surge of defiance and 
grabbed a surfboard. Let Will's dad think whatever he wants 
about me. I'm going to surf. 
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Chapter Twelve 


Will had spent the entire night dreaming about bending 
Ryan over one of the kitchen stools and fucking him, so his 
day off started out wonderfully. Ryan turned out to be in the 
kitchen cooking. He'd endured a tortuous, /f delicious, 
breakfast before making his move, determined to make his 
dream a reality. Then, just when things were starting to get 
interesting, a sound ruined everything. 


He'd been stunned into silence when he saw his father on 
the other side of the room. All he could do was wonder how 
the hell the man had gotten into their apartment. He'd 
heard William Wesley Barrington III yelling at him, but he'd 
been unable to get past the shock to answer. 


When his father started in on Ryan, his shock turned to 
horror and then fury. He stared down at the floor, trying to 
get his emotions under control. He knew his father. 
Excessive emotion would be used against him, and this was 
one confrontation he couldn't afford to lose. 


“How much to keep your mouth shut about my son's little 


... indiscretion?" As his father spoke, Will fought the urge to 
punch the older man in the face. At the same time, 
however, a tiny, insecure little part of him wondered if Ryan 
would take the offer. No! Ryan wouldn't do that! 


While Will was trying to get himself together, Ryan 
answered. "I don't want your money." 


His father seemed utterly shocked by Ryan's answer. 


"What do you want, then?" 
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"Nothing. Nothing from either of you." 


Before he could speak Ryan got up and left. Will wanted to 
reach out, to stop him, yet he didn't. He almost smiled when 
Ryan grabbed his surfboard, but he couldn't dredge one up. 


He needed to talk with his father before he went after his 
lover, and he wasn't sure Ryan would forgive him for this. 


Ryan was really upset. 


He'd made a lot of mistakes lately, not the least of which 
was not mentioning his father would probably be coming 
after him. He took a deep breath, trying once again to rein 
in his emotions. 


Once he was sure Ryan had gone, he glared at his father. 


"How dare you speak to him like that?" Will's anger was so 
great he could barely get the words out. 


His father looked genuinely confused. "What? After what 
you've done you're going to waste your breath defending 
him? He's nothing more than a beach bum!" 


He stood up and faced the older man squarely. "He's not a 
beach bum! He's a surf instructor, and before he worked 
here he was a high-ranked champion surfer. But | don't care 
what he does. He could be a real beach bum and it wouldn't 
make any difference." 


"| cannot believe we are having this discussion! We're taking 
the first flight home. When we get home, you're going to 
forget about all this and do your duty. If we can keep this 
quiet, you should still be able to marry like we planned." 


Will gaped at his father incredulously. "Like we planned? | 
never made any plans to marry. You're the one who kept 81 
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pushing me at Daniella. You have to face the truth, Dad! I'm 
not going to pretend to be someone l'm not and get 
married." 


As usual, his father stubbornly continued. "You're a 
Barrington. Barringtons always do their duty. Get your 
things. 


There should be a flight out tonight." 


He's not even listening to me. He's never listened to me, 
and I guess he never will. Will sighed sadly. "I'm not going 
with you, Dad. | can't just go home and pretend none of this 
ever happened. Maybe you'd be content with a cold, 
miserable life of duty, but | can't live that way anymore. Not 
after I've seen how it can be, if I'm strong enough to take a 
risk. Ryan cares about me." 


His father laughed scornfully. " Cares about you? He cares 
about our money, you mean." 


He'll never understand. "If he loves our money so much, 
why didn't he take a big check when you offered? You would 
have given him more money than he can make here in 
years. 


He didn't even know we had money until today. To him, | 
was just Will, a broke waiter who couldn't cook or surf but 
had fun trying. He liked me anyway, and you know what? | 
actually liked who | was with him, which is a hell of a lot 
more than I can say about who I've always been with you." 


Now, the older man looked completely taken aback, as well 
as a bit angry. "What are you talking about? You have 
everything at home! Your life is perfect!" 


"| have everything you picked out at home! You picked my 
schools, my job, even my furniture for God's sake! | always 
felt like | was in someone else's life. Like nothing really fit 
me. Here, I've been myself for the first time. And I've been 
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happy, Dad." He met his father's eyes, trying to telegraph to 
him how important this was. "I'm going after Ryan, to 
apologize." 


His father shook his head angrily. "No. | don't believe any of 
this. There's nothing wrong with your life at home. This is 


... IS... some sort of delayed rebellion. If you go after him—" 


Will looked at his father's angry face and smiled sorrowfully, 
unsurprised by the man's refusal to see the truth. 


"What, Dad? Will you fire me? Disown me? | hope it doesn't 
come to that, but you know what? | need to be with people 


who care about me for who | am, not who they want me to 
be, and Ryan's one of them. | never told him before, but—l 
love him. He makes me happy. Maybe some day that will 
matter to you. Until then, we don't have anything else to 
say to each other." 


William Wesley Barrington IV just stared at him, 
uncomprehending, obviously not able to believe his son 
didn't want the Barrington life his father had foisted upon 
him. 


* OK OOK OX 


* OK OK OX 


He found Ryan sitting on the beach with his knees drawn up, 
arms encircling them, watching the waves come in. He'd 
obviously been surfing earlier. He didn't even turn as Will 
approached, although Will could see his shoulders stiffening. 
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"If you're here to play another round of 'poor little rich boy 
and stupid, naive surfer,’ you're out of luck. | don't like that 
game." 


Will flinched a bit at the coldness of his lover's tone, but he 
sat down next to him anyway. "It was never a game for me, 
Ryan. | know | never told you before, but | love you." 


Ryan rounded on him, eyes snapping with fury and a deep 
underlying hurt. "You /ove me? | told you everything there is 


to know about myself, and you kept almost your entire life 
secret from me! | thought you were Will Archer, regular guy. 


Now | see that couldn't be further from the truth. You knew 
your father would be coming to find you, didn't you? Why 
didn't you tell me? You could've warned me, at least! Then, 
you just sat there while your father insulted me and tried to 
buy me off! So excuse me if | don't believe you love me." 


Will kept his eyes locked on Ryan's, letting him see his 
regret. "You're right. I've known | loved you for a while, but | 
was afraid. Everything | told you was the truth—just an 
edited version. When | started having feelings for you, | 
didn't know what to do. | was too much of a coward to tell 
you how | felt. When my father insulted you, | got so angry. | 
finally realized | had to stand up to him. | like the man I've 
been with you, and | told him so. He knows I'm in love with 
you. | told him if he couldn't accept my choice, then he 
could do whatever he wanted, but it won't change the way | 
feel about you." 


"Oh yeah," Ryan challenged, his eyes hard and glacially 
cold. "Well what if | say you gave up your cushy life and the 
family money for nothing, because | don't want you?" 
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Ryan's words hurt—a lot—but Will knew he deserved them. 
He just hoped Ryan didn't really mean them. 


"I'd say | didn't stand up to him for nothing, because even if 
you can't forgive me, what happened with us wasn't a 


mistake. Even if you never speak to me again after this, you 
taught me who | can be if | only have the courage to let 
myself." He reached out and traced the line of Ryan's 
clenched jaw with his fingertip. "That's well worth the price." 


Ryan looked out at the sea for so long Will began to fear 
things really were over between them. He was about to 
apologize again and leave when Ryan finally spoke, still not 
looking at him. "He may never speak to you again, you 
know. 


If you go now, you could probably still catch him. Since he 
seems to be pretty big on image, all you have to do is 
pretend none of this ever happened and you can go back to 
your life." 


He sighed, tracing patterns in the sand with his fingers. 


"I'm tired of a life where image is everything. Under the 
surface, everything's empty. | can't live like that anymore." 


Ryan peered at him suspiciously out of the corner of his eye. 
"You won't miss all the money if you get disowned or 
something?" 


"Not when I have to live someone else's life to get it." 


At last, Ryan turned to face him. "Good answer." A hesitant 
smile turned up the corners of his lips. 


Flooded with a sense of mingled relief and joy, Will leaned 
over and pressed a quick, tender kiss to his smiling mouth. 
"| hope this means you'll give me another chance." 
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Ryan arched an eyebrow at him. "I suppose | will, but only if 
you tell me everything from here on out. For starters, is your 
name even Will Archer?" 


He felt his face heat. "Will is a nickname, actually. And 
Archer is my mother's maiden name. My real name is ... 


William Wesley Barrington IV." 


"No fucking way. That's your real name?" Ryan stared at him 
as if he wasn't sure Will was really telling the truth. 


"Yes . ul 


Ryan fell back onto the sand, howling with laughter. "It 
sounds like something out of a soap opera! I'm so not calling 
you that!" 


Will rolled his eyes, watching his lover roll around cackling 
like a little kid. "That's all right. | prefer Will." 
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Epilogue 
One year later 


Ryan smiled when he heard the voice on the other end of 
the phone. After talking for a few minutes, he covered the 
mouthpiece and looked around for his partner. "Hey Will, 
your brother's on the phone!" 


Will appeared moments later, grinning happily, and took the 
phone, wandering off into the living room with the handset. 
Ryan sighed to himself, knowing Will would forget the phone 
in there and he'd have to go hunting for it the next time it 
rang. Still, having to hunt down the phone seemed like a 
pretty small price to pay to see Will so happy. 


Now if only his father would come around as quickly as his 
brother did. Garrett had been instantly supportive when 
he'd found out what had happened, calling Will before Will 
could call him. 


Garrett didn't care that Will was gay, or whether or not he 
wanted to work for his father's company. All Garrett cared 
about was his brother's happiness. 


Will's mother, too, was beginning to come around. She still 
wasn't thrilled her 'perfect' son had turned out to be gay, 
but she seemed to be really trying to accept things. 


Only William Wesley Barrington III had yet to come around. 
He was civil to his son, and he'd even had Will transferred to 
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but he had yet to provide the acceptance Ryan knew Will 
craved. 


His own father had called nearly a year ago, and they'd 
talked. They'd discussed his withdrawal from professional 
surfing, and his father had apologized for his coldness. They 
would probably never be as close as they had been, but at 
least they were talking now. His father had seemed really 
proud when he'd started his own surf school a few months 
ago. 


While he stood there, lost in thought, Will wandered back 
into the room, knotting a tie around his neck as he walked. 


Ryan grinned to see Will had left the phone handset 
somewhere, just as he'd predicted. "How's Garrett?" 


"He's doing great. He's going to ask his girlfriend to marry 
him this weekend, and he wants to come and visit us soon. 


Good thing we moved out of that tiny apartment. Now he 
can stay with us instead of at a hotel." 


"Well, he's always welcome." He paused to smooth down 
Will's tie. "I've got some lessons later this morning. Don't 
you need to be getting to work too?" 


Will smiled slyly. "There are a few perks to being one of the 
bosses. | think | can afford to be a little late this morning." 


Ryan smiled back. Since Will had been transferred here and 
given more creative control, he actually liked working for his 
father. Before he could think any more about that, Will 
stepped closer and ran his hands up Ryan's arms teasingly. 


Yeah, it's going to be a good day. 
THE END 

88 

Fantasies: Independence Day 
by Cassandra Gold 

[Back to Table of Contents] 
89 

Fantasies: Independence Day 
by Cassandra Gold 

Author Information: 
www.cassandragold.com 


By day, Cassandra is a (relatively) mild-mannered middle 
school teacher. At night, she lets the characters in her head 
out to play as she writes erotic romance. When not writing, 
she can generally be found reading or spending way too 
much time online. Unfortunately for her husband, neither of 
Cassandra's personas enjoys doing housework. 


Visit Cassandra at www.cassandragold.com, or at her Yahoo 
Group: groups.yahoo.com/group/cassandragold Red Rose 
Publishing: 

Fantasies Series: 


New Year's Eve 


Independence Day 


Dark Eden Press 
Double or Nothing 


If you are connected to the Internet, take a moment to rate 
this eBook by going back to your bookshelf at 
www.fictionwise.com. 


90 


